


'0^

4 o

o V

« 1 1

->

# o >
4 O

s • *
.^^

O"^ .'Mr



h^-^s

; \.,.^'* /Jfe'v %,^^ .'MC4^= %.^



%.







The Wrack of the Storm



BY THE SAME AUTHOR

The Blue Bird

Our Eternity

Death

Mary Magdalene

The Unknown Guest

The Treasure of the Humble

Wisdom and Destiny

The Life of the Bee

The Buried Temple

The Double Garden

Life and Flowers

Aglavaine and Selysette

MONNA VaNNA

Joyzelle

Sister Beatrice ; and Ardiane
and Barbe Bleue

My Dog

Old-Fashioned Flowers

Hours of Gladness



I^he Wrack of the

Storm. "By Maurice

Maeterlinck ^ Translated by

Alexander Teixeira de Mattos

Methuen & Co. Ltd.

36 Essex Street, W.C.

London



First Published in igi6

r^.r. \:\^C
SEP 20 mb

Copyright U.S.A. igibby Dodd, Mead^ Co. All rights reserved

I

©ClA,int27 58 Vf?



AUTHOR^S PREFACE

'HPHE reader taking up this volume will,

^ for the first time in the work of one

who hitherto had cursed no man, find words

of hatred and malediction. I would gladly

have avoided them, for I hold that he who

takes upon himself to write pledges himself

to say nothing that can derogate from the

respect and love which we owe to all men.

I have had to utter these words ; and I am
as much surprised as saddened at what I

have been constrained to say by the force of

events and of truth. I have loved Germany

and I numbered friends there, who now,

dead or living, are alike dead to me. I

thought her great and upright and generous
;

and to me she was ever kindly and hospi-

table. But there are crimes that obliterate
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the past and close the future. In rejecting

hatred I should have shown myself a traitor

to love.

I tried to lift myself above the fray ; but,

the higher I rose, the more I saw of the

madness and the horror of it, of the justice

of one cause and the infamy of the other.

It is possible that one day, when time has

wearied remembrance and restored the ruins,

wise men will tell us that we were mistaken

and that our standpoint was not lofty

enough ; but they will say it because they

will no longer know what we know, nor

will they have seen what we have seen.

Maurice Maeterlinck

Nice, 1916
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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE

The present volume contains, in the chronological

order in which they were produced, all the essays

published and all the speeches delivered by M.
Maeterlinck since the beginning of the war, upon

which, as will be perceived, each one of them has

a direct bearing. They are printed as written
;

and they throw an interesting light upon the suc-

cessive phases of the author's psychology during

the Titanic and hideous struggle that has affected

the mental attitude of us all.

In Italy forms the preface to M. Jules Destree's

book En Italic avant la guerre^ igi^—l^. Of
the remaining essays, some have appeared in various

English or American periodicals ; others are now
printed in translation for the first time.

I have also M. Maeterlinck's leave to include in

this volume his first published work, The Massacre of

the Innocents. This powerful sketch in the Flemish

manner saw the light originally in the Pltiade^ in

1886, and may at the present time, to use the

author's own words in a note to myself, be regarded

as "a sort of vague, symbolic prophecy." An
b vii
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English version by Mrs. Edith Wingate Rinder

was printed in the Dome in 1899 J
another has

since been issued by an English and by an

American firm of publishers ; but the only authorized

translation to appear in book-form is that now-

added as an epilogue to The Wrack of the Storm,

Alexander Teixeira de Mattos

Chelsea, 1916
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I

AFTER THE VICTORY ^

AT these moments of tragedy none should

be allowed to speak who cannot

shoulder a rifle, for the written word seems

so monstrously useless, so overwhelmingly

trivial, in front of this mighty drama which

shall for a long time, it may be for ever, free

mankind from the scourge of war : the one

scourge among all that cannot be excused,

that cannot be explained, since alone among

all it issues entire from the hands of man.

2

But it is while this scourge is upon us,

while we have our being in its very centre,

that we shall do well to balance the guilt of

1 Translated by Alfred Sutro.

3
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those who have committed this inexpiable

crime. It is now that we are in the thick of

the horror, undergoing it, feeling it, that we

have the energy, the clear-sightedness needed

to judge it ; from the depths of the most

fearful injustice justice is best perceived.

When the hour shall have come for settling

accounts—and it will not long delay—we

shall have forgotten much of what we have

sujffered, and a blameworthy pity will creep

over us and cloud our eyes. This is the

moment, therefore, for us to frame our

inexorable resolution. After the final victory,

when the enemy is crushed—as crushed he

will be—efforts will be made to enlist our

sympathy, to move us to pity. We shall be

told that the unfortunate German people were

merely the victims of their monarch and

their feudal caste ; that no blame attaches to

the Germany we know, which is so sympa-

thetic and so cordial—the Germany of quaint

old houses and open-hearted greeting, the

Germany that sits under its lime-trees be-

neath the clear light of the moon—but only

to Prussia, hateful, arrogant Prussia ; that

4
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the homely, peace-loving Bavarian, the genial

and hospitable dwellers on the banks of the

Rhine, the Silesian and Saxon and I know

not who besides—for all these will suddenly

have become whiter than snow and more in-

offensive than the sheep in an English fold

—that they all have merely obeyed, have

been compelled to obey, orders which they

detested but were unable to resist. We are

face to face with reality now ; let us look at

it well and pronounce our sentence ; for this

is the moment when we hold the proofs in

our hands, when the elements of crime are

hot before us and shout out the truth that

soon will fade from our memory. Let us

tell ourselves now, therefore, now, that all

that we shall be told hereafter will be false
;

and let us unflinchingly adhere to what we

decide at this moment, when the glare of the

horror is on us.

3

It is not true that in this gigantic crime

there are innocent and guilty, or degrees of

guilt. They stand on one level, all those

5
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who have taken part in it. The German

from the North has no more especial craving

for blood and outrage than he from the

South has especial tenderness or pity. It is,

very simply, the German, from one end of

his country to the other, who stands revealed

as a beast of prey, which the firm will

of our planet finally repudiates. We have

here no wretched slaves dragged along by

a tyrant king who alone is responsible.

Nations have the government which they

deserve, or rather, the government which

they have is truly no more than the magni-

fied and public projection of the private

morality and mentality of the nation. If

eighty million innocent people select and

support a monstrous king, those eighty

million innocent people merely expose the

inherent falseness and superficiality of their

innocence ; and it is the monster they

maintain at their head who stands for all that

is true in their nature, because it is he who

represents the eternal aspirations of their

race, which lie far deeper than their apparent

and transient virtues. Let there be no sug-
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gestion of error, of having been led astray,

of an intelhgent people having been tricked

or misled. No nation can be deceived that

does not wish to be deceived ; and it is not

intelligence that Germany lacks. In the

sphere of intellect such things are not pos-

sible ; nor in the region of enlightened,

reflecting will. No nation permits herself to

be coerced to the one crime that man cannot

pardon. It is of her own accord that she

hastens towards it ; her chief has no need to

persuade, it is she who urges him on.

4

We have forces here quite different from

those on the surface, forces that are secret,

irresistible and profound. It is these that

we must judge, these that we must crush

under our heel once and for all ; for they are

the only ones that will not be improved, or

softened, or brought into line by experience,

or progress, or even by the bitterest lesson.

They are unalterable and immovable, their

springs lie far beneath hope or influence
;

7
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and they must be destroyed as we destroy

a nest of wasps, since we know that these

never can change into a nest of bees. And,

even though individually and singly the

Germans were all innocent and merely led

astray, they would be none the less guilty in

the mass. This is the guilt that counts, that

alone is actual and real, because it lays bare,

underneath their superficial innocence, the

subconscious criminality of all.

5

No influence can prevail on the uncon-

scious or the subconscious. It never evolves.

Let there come a thousand years of civili-

zation, a thousand years of peace, with all

possible refinements of art and education, the

subconscious element of the German spirit,

which is its unvarying element, will remain

absolutely the same as it is to-day, and would

declare itself, when the opportunity came,

under the same aspect, with the same infamy.

Through the whole course of history two

distinct will-powers have been noticed that
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would seem to be the opposed, elemental

manifestations of the spirit of our globe : the

one seeking only evil, injustice, tyranny and

suffering, while the other strives for liberty,

the right, radiance and joy. These two

powers stand once again face to face ; our

opportunity is now to annihilate the one that

comes from below. Let us know how to be

pitiless, that we may have no more need for

pity. It is a measure of organic defence. It

is essential that the modern world should

stamp out Prussian militarism, as it would

stamp out a poisonous fungus that for half a

century had disturbed and polluted its days.

The health of our planet is in question. To-

morrow the United States of Europe will

have to take measures for the convalescence

of the earth.
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II

KING ALBERT

I

OF all the heroes of this stupendous war,

heroes who will live in the memory of

man, one assuredly of the most unsullied,

one of those whom we can never love

enough is the great young king of my little

country.

He was indeed at the critical hour the

appointed man, the man for whom every

heart was waiting. With sudden beauty

he embodied the mighty voice of his people.

He stood, upon the moment, for Belgium,

revealed unto herself and unto others. He
had the wonderful good fortune to realize

and bestow a conscience in one of those

dread hours of tragedy and perplexity when

the best of consciences waver.

Had he not been at hand, there is no
13
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doubt but that all would have happened

differently ; and history would have lost one

of her fairest and noblest pages. Certainly

Belgium would have been loyal and true to

her word ; and any government that hesi-

tated would have been swept away, pitilessly

and irresistibly, by the indignation of a

people that had never, however far we probe

into its past, played false. But there would

have been much of that confusion and ir-

resolution inevitable in a host suddenly

threatened with disaster. There would have

been vain talking, mistaken measures, ex-

cusable but irreparable vacillations ; and,

above all, the much- needed words, the

precise and final words, would not have

been spoken and the deeds, than which

we can picture none more resolute, none

greater, would not have been done at the

right moment.

Thanks to the king, the peerless act shines

forth and is maintained complete, unfalter-

ing ; and the path of heroism is straight

and clearly defined and splendid as that of

Thermopylae indefinitely extended.

14
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But what he has suffered, what he suffers

day by day only those can understand who
have had the privilege of access to this hero :

the most sensitive and the gentlest of men,

silent and reserved ; a man of controlled

emotions, modest with a timidity that is at

once baffling and delightful ; loving his

people less as a father loves his children than

as a son loves his adoring mother. Of all

that cherished kingdom, his pride and his joy,

the seat of his happiness, the centre of his

love and his security, there is left intact but

a handful of cities, which are threatened at

every moment by the foulest invader that

the world has ever borne.

All the others—so quaint or so beautiful,

so bright, so serene, happy to be there, so

inoffensive—^jewels in the crown of Peace,

models of pure and upright family life,

homes of loyal and dutiful industry, of

ready, ever-smiling geniality, with the

natural welcome, the ever-proffered hand and

the ever-open heart : all the others are dead
15
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cities, of which not one stone is left upon

another ; and the very country-side, one of

the fairest in this world, with its gentle

pastures, is now no more than one vast field

of horror.

Treasures have perished that were

numbered among the noblest and dearest

possessions of mankind ; monuments have

disappeared which nothing can replace ; and

the half of a nation, among all nations the

most attached to its old and simple habits,

its humble homes, is at present wandering

along the roads of Europe. Thousands of

innocent people have been massacred ; and

of those who remain nearly all are doomed

to poverty and hunger.

But that remainder has but one soul,

which has taken refuge in the spacious soul

of its king. Not a murmur, not a word of

reproach ! But yesterday a town of thirty

thousand inhabitants received the order to

forsake its white houses, its churches, its

ancient streets and squares, the scenes of a

light-hearted and industrious life. The
thirty thousand inhabitants, women and

i6
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children and old men, set forth into the

night to seek an uncertain refuge in a neigh-

bouring city, which is threatened almost as

directly as their own and which to-morrow,

it may be, must in its turn set forth, but

whither none can say, for the country is so

small that its boundaries are quickly reached,

its shelter soon exhausted.

No matter
;
they obey in silence and one

and all approve and bless their sovereign.

He did what had to be done, what every' one

in his place would have done ; and, though

they all are suffering as no people has suf-

fered since the barbarous invasions of the

earliest ages, they know that he suffers more
than any of them, for in him all their sorrows

find a goal ; in him they are reflected and

enhanced. They do not even harbour the

idea that they might have been saved by a

sacrifice of honour. They draw no distinc-

tion between duty and destiny. To them
that duty, with its frightful consequences,

seems as inevitable as a natural force against

which we cannot even dream of struggling,

so great is it and so invincible.

2 17
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3

Here is an example of the collective

bravery of nameless heroes, an ingenuous

and almost unconscious courage, which rivals

and at times exceeds the most exalted deeds

in legend and history, for since the days of

the great martyrs men have never suffered

death more simply for a simple idea.

And, if amid the anguish of our struggle

it were seemly to speak of aught but tears

and lamentations, we should find a magnifi-

cent consolation in the spectacle of the

unexpected heroism that suddenly surrounds

us on every side. It may well be said that

never in the memory of mankind have men

sacrificed their lives with such ardour, such

self-abnegation, such enthusiasm and that

the immortal virtues which to this day have

uplifted and preserved the flower of the

human race have never shone more brilliantly,

never manifested greater power, energy or

youth.

i8
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Ill

THE HOSTAGE CITIES

THANKS to the heroism of the Allies,

the hour is approaching when the hordes

of William the Madman will quit the soil of

afflicted Belgium.

After what they have done in cold blood,

what excesses, what disasters must we not

expect of the last convulsions of their rage ?

Our anguish is all the more poignant in

that they are at this moment fighting in the

most ancient and most precious portion of

Flanders. Above all countries, this is historic

and hallowed land. They have destroyed

Termonde, Roulers, Charleroi, Mons,

Namur, Thielt and more besides ; happy,

charming little towns which will rise again

from their ashes, more beautiful than before.

They have annihilated Louvain and Malines
;

21
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they have but lately levelled Dixmude

;

their torches, their incendiary squirts and

their bombs are about to attack Brussels,

Antwerp, Ghent, Bruges, Ypres and Furnes,

which are like so many living museums,

forming one of the most delightful, delicate

and fragile ornaments of Europe. The things

which are beginning here and which may be

completed would be irreparable. They would

mean a loss to our race for which nothing

could atone. A quite peculiar aspect—familiar,

kindly, racy and unique—of that beauty

which a long series of comely human lives

is able to acquire and to hoard would dis-

appear for ever from the face of the earth
;

and we cannot, in the trouble and confusion

of these too tragic hours, realize the extent,

the meaning or the consequences of such a

crime.

We have made every sacrifice without

complaining ; but this would exceed all

measure. What can be done ^ How are we

to stop them ? They seem to be no longer

22
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accessible to reason or to any of the feelings

which men hold in honour ; they are sensible

only to blows. Very soon, as they must

know, we shall have the power to strike

them shrewdly. Why do not the Allies,

this very day, swiftly, while yet there is

time, name so many hostage cities, which

would be answerable, stone for stone, for

the existence of our own dear towns ? If

Brussels, for example, should be destroyed,

then Berlin should be razed to the ground.

If Antwerp were devastated, Hamburg would

disappear. Nuremberg would guarantee

Bruges ; Munich would stand surety for

Ghent.

At the present moment, when they are feel-

ing the wind of defeat that blows through

their tattered standard, it is possible that this

solemn threat, officially pronounced, would

force them to reflect, if indeed they are still at

all capable of reflection. It is the only ex-

pedient that remains to us ; and there is no

time to be lost. With certain adversaries

the most barbarous threats are legitimate and

necessary, for these threats speak the only

23
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language which they can understand. And
our children must not one day be able to

reproach us with not having attempted

everything—even that which is most re-

pugnant—to save the treasures which are

theirs by right.

24
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IV

TO SAVE FOUR CITIES

IRST Louvain, Malines, Termonde,

Lierre, Dixmude, Nieuport (and I am

speaking only of the disasters in Flanders) ;

now Ypres is no more and Furnes is half in

ruins. By the side of the great Flemish

cities, Brussels, Antwerp, Ghent and Bruges,

those vast and incomparable living museums

which have been watchfully preserved by a

whole people, a people above all others

attached to its traditions, they formed a

constellation of little towns, delightful and

hospitable too little known to travellers.

Each of them wore its own expression of

peace, pleasantness, innocent mirth, or medi-

tation. Each possessed its treasures, jealously

guarded : its belfries, its churches, its canals,

its old bridges, its quiet convents, its ancient

27
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houses, which gave it a special physiognomy,

never to be forgotten by those who had

beheld it.

But the indisputable queen of these beauti-

ful forsaken cities was Ypres, with its

enormous market-place, bordered by little

dwelling-houses with stepped gables, and its

prodigious market-buildings, which occupied

one whole side of the immense oblong.

This market-place haunted for ever the

memory of those who had seen it, were it

but once, while waiting to change trains ; it

was so unexpected, so magical, so dream-

like almost, in its disproportion to the rest

of the town. While the ancient city, whose

life had withdrawn itself from century to

century, was gradually shrinking all around

it, the Grand' Place itself remained an im-

movable, gigantic, magnificent witness to the

might and opulence of old, when Ypres was,

with Ghent and Bruges, one of the three

queens of the western world, one of the

most strenuous centres of human industry

and activity and the cradle of our great

liberties. Such as it was yesterday—alas,

28
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that I cannot say, such as It is to-day !—this

square, with the enormous but unspeakably

harmonious mass of those market-buildings,

at once powerful and graceful, wild, gloomy,

proud, yet genial, was one of the most

wonderful and perfect spectacles that could

be seen in any town on this old earth of

ours. While of a different order of archi-

tecture, built of other elements and standing

under sterner skies, it should have been as

precious to man, as sacred and as intangible

as the Piazza di San Marco in Venice, the

Signoria in Florence or the Piazza del

Duomo in Pisa. It constituted a peerless

specimen of art, which at all times wrung a

cry of admiration from the most indifferent,

an ornament which men hoped was imperish-

able, one of those things of beauty which, in

the words of the poet, are a joy for ever.

I cannot believe that it no longer exists
;

and yet in this horrible war we have to

believe everything and, above all, the worst.

29



The Wrack of the Storm

Now, fatally and inevitably, it will be the

turn of the Belfry of Bruges ; and then the

tide of barbarians will rise against Ghent and

Antwerp and Brussels ; and there will forth-

with disappear one of those portions of the

world's surface in which was hoarded the

greatest wealth of beauty and of memories

and of the stuff of history. We did what

we could to preserve it ; we could do no

more. The most heroic of armies are power-

less to prevent the bandits whom they are

driving back from murdering the women
and children or from deliberately and use-

lessly destroying all that they find along

their path of retreat. There is only one

hope left us : the immediate and imperious

intervention of the neutral powers. Towards

them we turn our tortured gaze. Two
great nations—notably Italy and the United

States—hold in their hands the fate of these

last treasures, whose loss would one day be

reckoned among the heaviest and the most

irreparable that have been suffered in the

course of long centuries of human civilization.

They can do what they will ; it is time for

30
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them to do that which it is no longer lawful

to leave undone. By its frantic lies, the

beast from over the Rhine, standing at bay

and in peril of death, shows plainly enough

the importance which it attaches to the

opinion of the only nations which the execra-

tion of all that lives and breathes have not

yet armed against it. It is afraid. It feels

that all is crumbling under foot, that it is

being shunned and abandoned. It seeks in

every direction a glance that does not curse

it. It must not, it shall not find that glance.

It is not necessary to tell Italy what our

imperilled cities are worth ; for Italy is pre-

eminently the land of noble cities.

Our cause is her cause ; she owes us

her support. When a work of beauty is

destroyed, her own genius and her own
eternal gods are outraged. As for America,

she more than any other country stands for

the future. She should think of the days

that will follow after this war. When the

great peace descends upon the earth, let not

the earth be found desert and robbed of all

its jewels. The places at which the earth is

31
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beautiful because of centuries of effort, because

of the successful zeal and patience and genius

of a race, are not so many. This corner of

Flanders, over which death now hovers, is

one of those consecrated spots. Were it to

perish, men as yet unborn, men who at last,

perhaps, will achieve happiness, would lack

memories and examples which nothing could

replace.

32
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V

PRO PATRIA : 1
^

1NEED not here recall the events that

hurled Belgium into the depths of dis-

tress most glorious where she is struggling

to-day. She has been punished as never

nation was punished for doing her duty as

never nation did before her. She saved the

world while knowing that she could not be

saved. She saved it by flinging herself in the

path of the oncoming barbarians, by allowing

herself to be trampled to death in order to

give the defenders of justice time, not to

rescue her, for she was well aware that rescue

could not come in time, but to collect the

forces needed to save our Latin civilization

from the greatest danger that has ever

* Delivered at the Scala Theatre, Milan, 30 November

1914.
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threatened it. She has thus done this

civilization, which is the only one where-

under the majority of men are willing or

able to live, a service exactly similar to that

which Greece, at the time of the great Asiatic

invasions, rendered to the mother of this

civilization. But, while the service is similar,

the act surpasses all comparison. We may

ransack history in vain for anything to

approach it in grandeur. The magnificent

sacrifice at Thermopylae, which is perhaps

the noblest action in the annals of war, is

illumined with an equally heroic but less

ideal light, for it was less disinterested and

more material. Leonidas and his three

hundred Spartans were in fact defending

their homes, their wives, their children, all

the realities which they had left behind them.

King Albert and his Belgians, on the other

hand, knew full well that, in barring the

invader's road, they were inevitably sacrifi-

cing their homes, their wives and their

children. Unlike the heroes of Sparta,

instead of possessing an imperative and vital

interest in fighting, they had everything to

36
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gain by not fighting and nothing to lose

—

save honour. In the one scale were fire and

the sword, ruin, massacre, the infinite disaster

which we see ; in the other was that little

word honour, which also represents infinite

things, but things which we do not see, or

which we must be very pure and very great

to see quite clearly. It has happened now

and again in history that a man standing

higher than his fellows perceives what this

word represents and sacrifices his life and

the life of those whom he loves to what he

perceives ; and we have not without reason

devoted to such men a sort of cult that

places them almost on a level with the gods.

But what had never yet happened—and I

say this without fear of contradiction from

whosoever cares to search the memory of

man—is that a whole people, great and

small, rich and poor, learned and ignorant,

deliberately immolated itself thus for the

sake of an unseen thing.

37
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And observe that we are not discussing

one of those heroic resolutions which are

taken in a moment of enthusiasm, when

man easily surpasses himself, and which

have not to be maintained when, forgetting

his intoxication, he lapses on the morrow

to the dead level of his everyday life. We
are concerned with a resolution that has had

to be taken and maintained every morning,

for now nearly four months, in the midst

of daily increasing distress and disaster.

And not only has this resolution not wavered

by a hair's breadth, but it grows as steadily

as the national misfortune ; and to-day,

when this misfortune is reaching its full,

the national resolution is likewise attaining

its zenith. I have seen many of my refugee

fellow-countrymen : some used to be rich

and had lost their all ; others were poor

before the war and now no longer owned

even what the poorest own. I have received

many letters from every part of Europe

where duty's exiles had sought a brief
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instant of repose. In them there was

lamentation, as was only too natural, but

not a reproach, not a regret, not a word of

recrimination. I did not once come upon

that hopeless but excusable cry which, one

would think, might so easily have sprung

from despairing lips

:

" If our king had not done what he did,

we should not be suffering what we are

suffering to-day."

The idea does not even occur to them.

It is as though this thought were not of

those which can live in that atmosphere

purified by misfortune. They are not re-

signed, for to be resigned means to renounce

the strife, no longer to keep up one's

courage. They are proud and happy in

their distress. They have a vague feeling

that this distress will regenerate them after

the manner of a baptism of faith and glory

and ennoble them for all time in the re-

membrance of men. An unexpected breath,

coming from the secret reserves of the

human race and from the summits of the

human heart, has suddenly passed over
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their Hves and given them a single soul,

formed of the same heroic substance as that

of their great king.

They have done what had never before

been done ; and it is to be hoped for the

happiness of mankind that no nation will

ever again be called upon for a like sacrifice.

But this wonderful example will not be lost,

even though there be no longer any occasion

to imitate it. At a time when the universal

conscience seemed about to bend under the

weight oflong prosperity and selfish material-

ism, suddenly it raised by several degrees

what we may term the political morality

of the world and lifted it all at once to a

height which it had not yet reached and

from which it will never again be able to

descend, for there are actions so glorious,

actions which fill so great a place in our

memory, that they found a sort of new

religion and definitely fix the limits of the

human conscience and of human loyalty

and courage.

They have really, as I have already said

and as history will one day establish with
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greater eloquence and authority than mine,

they have really saved Latin civilization.

They have stood for centuries at the

junction of two powerful and hostile forms

of culture. They had to choose and they

did not hesitate. Their choice was all the

more significant, all the more instructive,

inasmuch as none was so well qualified as

they to choose with a full knowledge of

what they were doing. You are all aware

that more than half of Belgium is of

Teutonic stock. She was therefore, thanks

to her racial affinities, better able than any

other to understand the culture that was

being offered her, together with the imputa-

tion of dishonour which it included. She

understood it so well that she rejected it

with an outbreak of horror and disgust

unparalleled in violence, spontaneous, unan-

imous and irresistible, thus pronouncing

a verdict from which there was no appeal

and giving the world a peremptory lesson

sealed with every drop of her blood.
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3

But to-day she is at the end of her re-

sources. She has exhausted not her courage

but her strength. She has paid with all

that she possesses for the immense service

which she has rendered to mankind.

Thousands and thousands of her children

are dead ; all her riches have perished
;

almost all her historic memories, which were

her pride and her delight, almost all her

artistic treasures, which were numbered

among the fairest in this world, are de-

stroyed for ever. She is nothing more than

a desert whence stand out, more or less

intact, four great towns alone, four towns

which the Rhenish hordes, for whom the

epithet of barbarians is in point of fact too

honourable, appear to have spared only so

that they may keep back one last and

monstrous revenge for the day of the in-

evitable rout. It is certain that Antwerp,

Ghent, Bruges and Brussels are doomed

beyond recall. In particular, the admirable

Grand' Place, the Hotel de Ville and the
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Cathedral at Brussels are, I know, under-

mined : I repeat, I know it from private

and trustworthy testimony against which no

denial can prevail. A spark will be enough

to turn one of the recognized marvels ot

Europe into a heap of ruins like unto those

of Ypres, Malines and Louvain. Soon after

—for, short of immediate intervention, the

disaster is as certain as though it were

already accomplished—Bruges, Antwerp and

Ghent will suffer the same fate ; and in a

moment, as I was saying the other day,

there will vanish from sight one of the

corners of this earth in which the greatest

store of memories, of historic matter and

artistic beauties had been accumulated.

4

The time has come to end this foolery !

The time has come for everything that

draws breath to rise up against these system-

atic, insane and stupid acts of destruction,

perpetrated without any military excuse or

strategic object. The reason why we are
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at last uttering a great cry of distress, we

who are above all a silent people, the

reason why we turn to your mighty and

noble country is that Italy is to-day the

only European power that is still in a

position to stop the unchained brute on the

brink of his crime. You are ready. You

have but to stretch out a hand to save us.

We have not come to beg for our lives :

these no longer count with us and we have

already offered them up. But, in the name

of the last beautiful things that the bar-

barians have left us, we come with our

prayers to the land of all beautiful things.

It must not be, it shall not be that, on the

day when at last we return, not to our

homes, for most of these are destroyed,

but to our native soil, that soil is so laid

waste as to have become an unrecognizable

desert. You know better than any others what

memories mean, what masterpieces mean to

a nation, for your country is covered with

memories and masterpieces. It is also the

land of justice and the cradle of the law,

which is simply justice that has taken
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cognizance of itself. On this account, Italy

owes us justice. And she owes it to herself

to put a stop to the greatest iniquity in the

annals of history, for not to put a stop to

it when one has the power is almost tanta-

mount to taking part in it. It is for Italy

as much as for France that we have suffered.

She is the source, she is the very mother

of the ideal for which we have fought and

for which the last of our soldiers are still

fighting in the last of our trenches.
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HEROISM

ONE of the consoling surprises of this

war is the unlooked-for and, so to

speak, universal heroism which it has re-

vealed among all the nations taking part

in it.

We were rather inclined to believe that

courage, physical and moral fortitude, self-

denial, stoicism, the renunciation of every

sort of comfort, the faculty of self-sacrifice

and the power of facing death belonged only

to the more primitive, the less happy, the less

intelligent nations, to the nations least cap-

able of reasoning, of appreciating danger and

of picturing in their imagination the dreadful

abyss that separates this life from the life un-

known. We were even almost persuaded

that war would one day cease for lack of
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soldiers, that is to say, of men foolish

enough or unhappy enough to risk the

only absolute realities—health, physical com-

fort, an unimpaired body and, above all, life,

the greatest of earthly possessions—for the

sake of an ideal which, like all ideals, is more

or less invisible.

And this argument seemed the more

natural and convincing because, as existence

grew gentler and men's nerves more sensi-

tive, the means of destruction by war showed

themselves more cruel, ruthless and irresist-

ible. It seemed more and more probable

that no man would ever again endure the

infernal horrors of a battlefield and that,

after the first slaughter, the opposing armies,

officers and men alike, all seized with insup-

pressible panic, would turn their backs upon

one another, in simultaneous, supernatural

affright, and flee from unearthly terrors ex-

ceeding the most monstrous anticipations of

those who had let them loose.
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To our great astonishment the very oppo-

site is now proclaimed.

We realize with amazement that until to-

day we had but an incomplete and inaccurate

idea of man's courage. We looked upon it

as an exceptional virtue and one which is the

more admired as being also the rarer the

farther we go back in history.

Remember, for instance, Homer's heroes,

the ancestors of all the heroes of our day.

Study them closely. These models of

antiquity, the first professors, the first

masters of bravery, are not really very

brave. They have a wholesome dread of

being hit or wounded and an ingenuous

and manifest fear of death. Their mighty

conflicts are declamatory and decorative

but not so very bloody ; they inflict more

noise than pain upon their adversaries,

they deliver many more words than blows.

Their defensive weapons—and this is cha-

racteristic—are greatly superior to their arms

of offence ; and death is an unusual, unfore-
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seen and almost indecorous event which

throws the ranks into disorder and most

often puts a stop to the combat or provokes

a headlong flight that seems quite natural.

As for the wounds, these are enumerated

and described, sung and deplored as so many

remarkable phenomena. On the other hand,

the most discreditable routs, the most shame-

ful panics are frequent ; and the old poet

relates them without condemning them, as

ordinary incidents to be ascribed to the

gods and inevitable in any warfare.

This kind of courage is that of all anti-

quity, more or less. We will not linger

over it, nor delay to consider the battles

of the Middle Ages or the Renascence, in

which the fiercest hand-to-hand encounters

of the mercenaries often left not more than

half-a-dozen victims on the field. Let us

rather come straight to the great wars of the

Empire. Here the courage displayed begins

to resemble our own, but with notable differ-

ences. In the first place, those concerned

were solely professionals. We see not a

whole nation fighting, but a delegation, a
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martial selection, which, it is true, becomes

gradually more extensive, but never, as in

our time, embraces every man between

eighteen and fifty years of age capable of

shouldering a weapon. Again—and above

all— every war was reduced to two or

three pitched battles, that is to say, two or

three culminating moments : immense efforts,

but efforts of a few hours, or a day at most,

towards which the combatants directed all

the vigour and all the heroism accumulated

during long weeks or months of preparation

and waiting. Afterwards, whether the result

was victory or defeat, the fighting was over
;

relaxation, respite and rest followed ; men
went back to their homes. Destiny must

not be defied more than once ; and they

knew that in the most terrible affray the

chances of escaping death were as twenty to

one.

3

Nowadays, everything is changed ; and

death itself is no longer what it was. For-

merly, you looked it in the face, you knew
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whence it came and who sent it to you. It

had a dreadful aspect, but one that remained

human. Its ways were not unknown : its

long spells of sleep, its brief awakenings, its

bad days and dangerous hours. At present,

to all these horrors it adds the great, intoler-

able fear of mystery. It no longer has any

aspect, no longer has habits or spells of sleep

and it is never still. It is always ready,

always on the watch, everywhere present,

scattered, intangible and dense, stealthy and

cowardly, diffuse, all-encompassing, innumer-

ous, looming at every point of the horizon,

rising from the waters and falling from the

skies, indefatigable, inevitable, filling the

whole of space and time for days, weeks

and months without a minute's lull, without

a second's intermission. Men live, move

and sleep in the meshes of its fatal web.

They know that the least step to the right

or left, a head bowed or lifted, a body bent

or upright, is seen by its eyes and draws its

thunder.

Hitherto we had no example of this pre-

ponderance of the destructive forces. We
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should never have believed that man's nerves

could resist so great a trial. The nerves of

the bravest man are tempered to face death

for the space of a second, but not to live in

the hourly expectation of death and nothing

else. Heroism was once a sharp and rugged

peak, reached for a moment but quitted

forthwith, for mountain-peaks are not in-

habitable. To-day it is a boundless plain,

as uninhabitable as the peaks ; but we are

not permitted to descend from it. And so,

at the very moment when man appeared

most exhausted and enervated by the com-

forts and vices of civilization, at the moment

when he was happiest and therefore most

selfish, when, possessing the minimum of

faith and vainly seeking a new ideal, he

seemed least capable of sacrificing himself

for an idea of any kind, he finds himself

suddenly confronted with an unprecedented

danger, which he is almost certain that the

most heroic nations of history would not

have faced nor even dreamed of facing,

whereas he does not even dream that it is

possible to do aught but face it. And let it
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not be said that we had no choice, that the

danger and the struggle were thrust upon

us, that we had to defend ourselves or die

and that in such cases there are no cowards.

It is not true : there was, there always has

been, there still is a choice.

4

It is not man's life that is at stake, but

the idea which he forms of the honour, the

happiness and the duties of his life. To
save his life he had but to submit to the

enemy ; the invader would not have ex-

terminated him. You cannot exterminate a

great people ; it is not even possible to

enslave it seriously or to inflict great sorrow

upon it for long. He had nothing to be afraid

of except disgrace. He did not so much

as see the infamous temptation appear above

the horizon of his most instinctive fears ; he

does not even suspect that it is able to exist

;

and he will never perceive it, whatever sacri-

fices may yet await him. We are not,

therefore, speaking of a heroism that would
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be but the last resource of despair, the

heroism of the animal driven to bay and

fighting blindly to delay death's coming for

a moment. No, it is heroism freely donned,

deliberately and unanimously hailed, heroism

on behalf of an idea and a sentiment, in other

words, heroism in its clearest, purest and

most virginal form, a disinterested and whole-

hearted sacrifice for that which men regard

as their duty to themselves, to their kith and

kin, to mankind and to the future. If life

and personal safety were more precious than

the idea of honour, of patriotism and of fidelity

to the tradition and the race, there was, I

repeat, and there is still a choice to be made
;

and never perhaps in any war was the choice

easier, for never did men feel more free,

never indeed were they more free, to choose.

But this choice, as I have said, did not

dare show its faintest shadow on the lowest

horizons of even the most ignoble consciences.

Are you quite sure that in other times which

we think better and more virtuous than our

own men would not have seen it, would

not have spoken of it ? Can you find a
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nation, even among the greatest, which, after

six months of a war compared with which all

other wars seem child's play, of a war which

threatens and uses up all that nation's life

and all its possessions, can you find, I say,

in history, not an instance—for there is no

instance—but some similar case which allows

you to presume that the nation would not

have faltered, would not at least, were it but

for a second, have looked down and cast its

eyes upon an inglorious peace ?

5

Nevertheless, they seemed much stronger

than we are, all those who came before us.

They were rude, austere, much closer to

nature, poor and often unhappy. They had

a simpler and a more rigid code of thought
;

they had the habit of physical suffering, of

hardship and of death. But I do not believe

that any one dares contend that these men

would have done what our soldiers are now

doing, that they would have endured what is

being endured all around us. Are we not
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entitled to conclude from this that civiliza-

tion, contrary to what was feared, so far from

enervating, depraving, weakening, lowering

and dwarfing man, elevates him, purifies him,

strengthens him, ennobles him, makes him

capable of acts of sacrifice, generosity and

courage which he did not know before ?

The fact is that civilization, even when it

seems to entail corruption, brings intelligence

with it and that intelligence, in days of

trial, stands for potential pride, nobility and

heroism. That, as I said in the beginning,

is the unexpected and consoling revelation

of this horrible war : we can rely on man
implicitly, place the greatest trust in him,

nor fear lest, in laying aside his primitive

brutality, he should lose his manly qualities.

The greater his progress in the conquest of

nature and the greater his apparent attach-

ment to material welfare, the more does he

become capable nevertheless, unconsciously,

deep down in the best part of him, of

self-detachment and of self-sacrifice for the

common safety and the more does he under-

stand that he is nothing when he compares
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himself with the eternal life of his forbears

and his children.

It was so great a trial that we dared not,

before this war, have contemplated it. The

future of the human race was at stake ; and

the magnificent response that comes to us

from every side reassures us fully as to the

issue of other struggles, more formidable

still, which no doubt await us when it will

be a question no longer of fighting our fellow-

men, but rather of facing the more powerful

and cruel of the great mysterious enemies

that nature holds in reserve against us. If it

be true, as I believe, that humanity is worth

just as much as the sum total of latent

heroism which it contains, then we may

declare that humanity was never stronger

nor more exemplary than now and that it is

at this moment reaching one of its highest

points and capable of braving everything

and hoping everything. And it is for this

reason that, despite our present sadness, we

are entitled to congratulate ourselves and to

rejoice.
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I

MORE than three months ago, I was in

one of the grandest of your cities, a

city that welcomed in a manner which I shall

never forget the cause which I had come

among you to represent. I was there, as I

told my hearers at the time, in the name of

the last remnants of beauty which the bar-

barians had left us, to plead with the land of

every kind of beauty. Those threatened

beauties, our only cities yet intact, the

treasures and sanctuaries of our whole

past and of all our race, are still reeling on

the brink of the same abyss and, failing a

miracle which we dare not hope for, they will

suffer the fate of Ypres, Louvain, Malines,

* Delivered in Rome, before the Associazione della

Stampa, 13 March 191 5.
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Termonde, Dixmude and so many other

less illustrious victims. The danger in which

they stand has no doubt aroused the indigna-

tion of the civilized world ; but not a hand

has armed itself to defend them. I blame

no one ; I reproach no one ; the morality of

the nations is a virtue that has not yet

emerged from the state of infancy ; and

fortunately, by the hazard of war, it is not

yet too late to save four innocent cities.

To-day I have not come to speak of

monuments, of historical relics, nor even of

the wrongs committed, of the violation of all

the rights and laws of warfare and every inter-

national convention, of incendiarism, pillage

and massacre ; I have come simply to utter

before you the last distressful cry of a dying

nation.

At this moment, a tragedy is being

enacted in Belgium such as has no precedent

in the history of civilized peoples, nor even

in that of the barbarians, for the barbarians,

when committing their most stupendous

crimes, lacked the infernal deliberation and

the scientific, all-powerful means of working
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evil which to-day are in the hands of those

who profit by the resources and benefits

of civilization only to turn them against it

and to seek the annihilation of all its noblest

and most generous characteristics. The
despairing rumours of this tragedy come to

us only through the chinks of that ensan-

guined well which isolates it from the rest of

the world. Nothing reaches our ears but

the lies of the enemy. In reality, the whole

of Belgium is one huge Prussian prison,

where every cry is cruelly and methodically

stifled and where no voices are heard save

those of the gaolers. Only now and again,

after a thousand adventures, despite a

thousand perils, a letter from some kinsman

or captive friend arrives from the depths of

that great living cemetery, bringing us a

gleam of authentic truth.

2

You are as familiar with this truth as I

am. At the moment when her soil was in-

vaded, Belgium numbered seven million
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seven hundred thousand inhabitants. It is

estimated that between two hundred and fifty

and three hundred thousand have perished

in battle or massacre or as the result of

misery and privation ; and I am not speak-

ing of the infant children, the sacrifice of

whom, owing to the dearth of milk, has, it

appears, been frightful. Five or six hundred

thousand unfortunates have fled to Holland,

France or England. There remain therefore

in the country nearly seven million inhabit-

ants ; and more than half of these seven

millions are living almost exclusively on

American charity. In what is above all

an industrial country, producing normally,

in time of peace, less than a third part of

the wheat necessary for home consump-

tion, the enemy has systematically requisi-

tioned everything, carried off everything, for

the upkeep of his armies, and has sent into

Germany what he could not consume on the

spot. The result of so monstrous a proceed-

ing may readily be divined : on all that soil,

once so happy and so rich, to-day taxed and

pillaged and pillaged again, ravaged and
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devastated by fire and the sword, there is

nothing left. And the situation of suffering

Belgium is so cruelly paradoxical that her

best friends, her dearest allies, even those

whom she has saved, are powerless to succour

her. Isolated as she is from the rest of the

world, she would have starved even though

nothing had been taken from her. Now she

has been despoiled of all that she possessed,

while France and England can send her neither

money nor provisions, for these would fall

into the hands of those engaged in torturing

her, so much so that every attempt on their

part to alleviate her sufferings would but retard

her deliverance still further. Did history

ever witness a more poignant, a more desper-

ate tragedy ? It is a fact that in the midst

of this war we are constantly finding our-

selves confronted with events such as history

hitherto has never beheld. A people re-

sembling an enormous beast of prey, in order

to punish a loyalty and heroism which, if it

retained the slightest notion of justice and

injustice, the smallest sense of human dignity

and honour, it ought to worship on its knees ;
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a vast predatory race stealthily resolved

to exterminate an inoffensive little nation

whose soul it felt was too great to be

enslaved or reduced to the semblance of its

conqueror's. It was on the point of succeed-

ing, amid the silence, the impotence, or the

terror of the world, when from beyond the

Atlantic a generous nation took this heroic

little people under its protection. It under-

stood that what was involved was not merely

an act of justice and elementary pity, but

also and more particularly a higher duty

towards the morality and the eternal con-

science of mankind. Thanks to this great

nation's intervention, it will not be said, in

the days to come, that justice, loyalty, honesty

and heroism are no more than dangerous

illusions and a fool's bargain, or that evil

must necessarily, at all times and places,

conquer whenever it is backed by force, or

that the only reward which duty magnificently

done may hope to receive on this earth

is every manner of grief and disaster, ending

in death by starvation. So immense and

triumphant an example of iniquity would
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strike the ideals of mankind a blow from

which they would not recover for centuries.

3

But already this help is becoming ex-

hausted ; it cannot be indefinitely prolonged
;

and very soon it will be insufficient. It is,

moreover, at the mercy of the slightest diplo-

matic or political complication ; and its failure

will be irreparable. It will mean utter famine,

unexampled extermination, which till the end

of the world will cry to heaven for venge-

ance. It is no longer a question of weeks or

months, but one of days. That is where we

stand ; and these are the last hours granted

by destiny to an inactive Europe wherein to

expunge the shame of her indifference.

These hours belong almost solely to you,

for others have not your power. Whatever

may happen, however long you may post-

pone the issue, one of these days you will be

obliged to join in the fray. Everything

advises, everything orders you to do so
;

and I can see nothing on the side of honour,
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justice or humanity, on the side of the will

of the centuries or the human race, nor even

on the side of prudence and self-interest,

that allows you to avoid it. Is it not better

and more worthy of yourselves than all the

subtleties, plottings and petty bargainings

of diplomacy ?

The one hour, the peremptory hour has

struck when your aid can break the balance

between the powers of good and evil which,

for more than two hundred days, have kept

the future of Europe hanging over the

abyss.

Fate has granted you the magnificent boon,

the all but divine privilege, of saving from

the most horrible of deaths four or five

millions of innocent human beings, four or

five millions of martyrs who have performed

the finest action that a people could perform

and who are perishing because they defended

the ideals which your fathers taught them.

I know that we are faced by duties which

until to-day had never entered into the

morality of States ; for it is but too true

that this morality still lingers a thousand
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miles behind that of the meanest peasant.

But, if such a thing has never yet been done,

it is all the more glorious to be the first to

do it, to make an effort that will raise the

life of nations to a level which the life of the

individual has long since attained. And no

people is better qualified than the Italian

to make this effort which the world and the

future are awaiting as a deliverance.

But I will say no more. I have been re-

proached for speaking of matters which, as

a foreigner, I ought not to discuss. I

believed that these great questions of

humanity interested the whole human race.

Perhaps I was wrong. I will respect the

profound silence in which great actions are

developed ; and I leave to the meditation

of your hearts that which I am constrained to

leave unsaid. They will tell you very much
better than I could all that I had to say to

you.
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ALTHOUGH nothing entitles me to the

honour of addressing you in the name

of my refugee countrymen, nevertheless it is

only fitting, since a kindly insistence brings

me here, that I should in the first place give

thanks to England for the manner in which

she welcomed them in their distress. I am
but a voice in the crowd ; and, if my words

exceed the limits of this hall and lend to

him who utters them an authority which he

himself does not possess, it is only because

they are filled with unbounded gratitude.

In this horrible war, whose stakes are the

salvation and the future of mankind, let us

first of all salute our wonderful sister France,

* Delivered in London, at the Queen's Hall, 7 July

1915.
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who is supporting the heaviest burden and

who, for more than eleven months, having

broken its first and most formidable on-

slaught, has been struggling, foot by foot, at

closest quarters, without faltering, without

remission, with an heroic smile, against the

most formidable organization of pillage,

massacre and devastation that the world or

hell itself has seen since man first learnt

the history of the planet on which he lives.

We have here a revelation of qualities and

virtues surpassing all that we expected from

a nation which nevertheless had accustomed

us to expect of her all that goes to make the

beauty and the glory of humanity. One
must reside in France, as I have done for

many years, to understand and admire as it

deserves the incomparable lesson in courage,

abnegation, firmness, determination, coolness,

conscious dignity, self-mastery, good-humour,

chivalrous generosity and utter charity and

self-sacrifice which this great and noble

people, which has civilized more than half

the globe, is at this moment teaching the

civilized world.
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Let us also salute boundless Russia, with

her wonderful soldiers, innocent and ingenu-

ous as the saints of old, ignorant of fear as

children who do not yet know the meaning

of death. Yonder, along a formidable front,

which runs from the Baltic to the Black Sea,

with a silent multitudinous heroism, amid

defeats which are but victories delayed, she

is beginning the great work of our deliver-

ance. Lastly let us greet Serbia, small but

prodigious, whom we must one day place on

the summit of that monument of glory which

Europe will raise to-morrow to the memory

of those who have freed her from her chains.

So much for them. They have a right

to all our gratitude, to all our admiration.

They are doing magnificently all that had to

be done. But they occupy a place apart in

duty's splendid hierarchy. They are the

protagonists of direct, material, tangible,

undeniable, inevitable duty. This war is

their war. If they would not accept the

worst of disgraces, if they were not prepared

to suffer servitude, massacre, ruin and

famine, they had to undertake it ; they could
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not do otherwise. They were attacked by

the born enemy, the irreducible and absolute

enemy, of whom they knew enough to.

understand that they had nothing to expect

from him but total and unremitting disaster.

It was a question of their continued existence

in this world. They had no choice ; they

had to defend themselves ; and any other

nation in their place would have done the

same, only there are few who would have

done it with the same self-abnegation, the

same devotion, the same perseverance, the

same loyalty and the same smiling courage.

But for us Belgians—and we may say as

much for you English—it was not a question

of this kind of duty. The horrible drama

did not concern us. It demanded only the

right to pass us by without touching us
;

and, far from doing us any harm, it would

have flooded us with the unclaimed riches

which armies on the march drag in their

wake. We Belgians in particular, peaceable,
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hospitable, Inoffensive and almost unarmed,

should, by the very treaties which assured

our existence, have remained complete

strangers to this war. To be sure, we loved

France, because we knew her as well as we

knew ourselves and because she makes herself

beloved by all who know her. But we

entertained no hatred of Germany. It is

true that, in spite of the virtues which we

believed her to possess, but which were

merely the mask of a spy, our hearts barely

responded to her obsequiously treacherous

advances. For the German, of all the in-

habitants of our planet, has this one and

singular peculiarity, that he arouses in us,

from the onset, a profound, instinctive, in-

tuitive feeling of antipathy. But, even so and

wherever our preferences may have lain, our

treaties, our pledged word, the very reason

of our existence, all forbade us to take part

in the conflict. Then came the incredible

ultimatum, the monstrous demand of which

you know, which gave us twelve hours to

choose between ruin and death or dishonour.

As you also know, we did not need twelve
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hours to make our choice. The choice was

no more than a cry of indignation and re-

solution, spontaneous, fierce and irresistible.

We did not stay for a moment to ponder

the extenuating circumstances which our

weakness might have invoked. We did not

for a moment consider the absolution which

history would have granted us later, on

realizing that a contest between forces so

completely disproportioned was futile, that

we must inevitably be crushed, massacred

and annihilated and that the sacrifice of a

little people in its entirety could prevent

nothing, could barely cause delay and would

have no weight in the immense balance into

which the world's destinies were about to

be flung. There was no question of all

this ; we saw one thing only : our plighted

word. For that word we must die ; and

since then we have been dying. Trace the

course of history as far back as you will
;

question the nations of the earth ; then

name those who have done or who would

have done what we did. How many will

you find P I am not judging those whom I
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pass over in silence, for to do so would be

to enter into the secret of men*s hearts which

I have not the right to violate ; but in any

case there is one which I can name aloud,

without fear of being mistaken ; and that is

the British nation. This people too entered

into the conflict, not through interest or

necessity or inherited hatred, but simply for

a matter of honour. It has not sufl^ered

what we have suffered ; it has not risked

what we have risked, which is all that we

possessed beneath the arch of heaven ; but

it owes this immunity only to outside cir-

cumstances. The principle and the quality

of the act are the same. We stand on the

same plane, one step higher than the other

combatants. While the others are the

soldiers of necessity, we are the volunteers

of honour ; and, without detracting from

their merits, this title adds to ours all that a

pure and disinterested idea adds to the

noblest acts of courage. There is not a

doubt but that in our place you would have

done precisely what we did. You would

have done it with the same simplicity, the
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same calm and confident ardour, the same

good faith. You would have thrown your-

selves into the breach as whole-heartedly,

with the same scorn of useless phrases and

the same stubborn conscientiousness. And

the reason why 1 do not shrink from singing

in your presence the praises of what we have

done is that these praises also affect your-

selves, who would not have hesitated to do

the selfsame things.

In short, we have both the same concep-

tion of honour ; and a like idea must needs

bear like fruits. In your eyes as in ours,

a formal promise, a word once given, is the

most sacred thing that can pass between

man and man. Now far more than the

valour of a man—because it rises to much

greater heights and extends to much greater

distances—the valour of a people depends

upon the conception of its honour which

that people holds and, above all, upon the

sacrifices which it is capable of making for the

sake of that honour. We may differ upon all
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the other ideas that guide the actions of man-

kind, notably upon the religious idea ; but

those who do not agree on this one point are

unworthy of the name of man. It represents

the purest flame, the ever more ardent focus

of all human dignity and virtue.

You have sacrificed yourselves wholly to

this idea ; and, in the name of this idea,

which is as vital and as powerful in your

souls as in ours, you came to our aid, as

we knew that you would come, for we

counted on you as surely as you counted on

us. You are ready to make the same

sacrifices ; and already you are proudly sup-

porting the heaviest of burdens. Thus, in

this stupendous struggle, we are united by

bonds even more fraternal than those which

bind the other Allies. Our union is more

lofty and more generous, for it is based

wholly upon the noblest thoughts and feelings

that can inspire the heart. And this union,

which is marked by a mutual confidence and

affection that grow hourly deeper and wider,

is helping us both to go even beyond our

duty.
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For we have gone beyond it ; and we are

exceeding it daily. We have done and are

doing far more than we were bound to do.

It was for us Belgians to resist, loyally,

vigorously, to the utmost of our strength,

as we had promised. But the most sensitive

honour would have allowed us to lay down

our arms after the immense and heroic effort

of the first few days and to trust to the

victor's clemency when he recognized that

we were beaten. Nothing compelled us to

immolate ourselves entirely, to surrender,

in succession, as a burnt-offering to our

ideals, all that we possessed on earth and to

continue the struggle after we were crushed,

even in the last torments of starvation, which

to-day holds three millions of us in its grip.

Nothing compelled us to this course, other

than the increasingly lofty ideal of duty held

by those who began by putting it into

practice and are now living in its fulfilment.

As for you English, you had to come to

our assistance, that is to say, to send us the

troops which you had ready under arms
;

but nothing compelled you either, after the
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first useless engagements, to devote your-

selves with unparalleled ardour and self-

sacrifice, to hurl into the mortal and

stupendous battle the whole of your youth,

the fairest upon earth, and all your riches,

the most prodigious in this world, nor to

conjure up from your soil, by a miracle which

was thought impossible, in fewer months

than the years that would have seemed need-

ful, the most gallant, determined and tena-

cious armies that have yet been marshalled

in this war. Nothing compelled you, save

the spirit of emulation, the same mad love of

duty, the same passion for justice, the same

idolatry of the given word which, that it may

be sure of doing all that it promised, per-

forms far more than it would have dared to

promise.

4

Now, during the last few weeks, a new

combatant has entered the lists, one who

occupies a place quite apart in the sacred

hierarchy of duty and honour and in the

moral history of this war. I speak of Italy
;
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and I pay her the tribute of homage which is

her due and which I well know that you will

render with me, for you of all nations are

qualified to do so.

Italy had no treaty, except with our

enemies. Her first act of justice, when con-

fronted with an iniquitous aggression, was to

discard this treaty, which was about to draw

her into a crime which she had the courage

to judge and condemn from the outset, while

her former allies were still in the full flush of

a might that seemed unshakable. After this

verdict, which was worthy of the land where

justice first saw the light, she found herself

free ; she now owed no obligations to any

one. There was nothing left to compel her

to rush into this carnage, which she could

contemplate calmly from the vantage of her

delightful cities ; and she had only to wait

till the twelfth hour to gather its first fruits.

There was no longer any compact, any

written bond, signed by the hands of kings

or peoples, that could involve her destiny.

But now, at the spectacle, unforeseen and daily

more abominable and disconcerting, of the
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barbarian invasion, words half-effaced and

secret treaties written by unknown hands

on the souls and consciences of all men
revealed themselves and slowly gathered life

and radiance. To some extent I was a

witness of these things ; and I was able, so

to speak, to follow with my eyes the awaken-

ing and the irresistible promulgation of those

great and mysterious laws of justice, pity and

love which are higher and more imperishable

than all those which we have engraved in

marble or bronze. With the increase of the

crimes, the power of these laws increased and

extended. We may regard the intervention

of Italy in many ways. Like every human
action and, above all, like every political

action, it is due to a thousand causes, many
of which are trifling. Among them we may
see the legitimate hatred and the eternal

resentment felt towards an hereditary enemy.

We may discover an interested intention to

take part, without too much risk, in a victory

already certain and in its previously allotted

spoils. We may see in it anything that we

please : the resolves of men contain factors
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of all kinds ; but we must pity those who

are able to consider none but the meaner

sides of the matter, for these are the only

sides which never count and which are always

deceptive. To find the real and lasting

truth, we must learn to view the great masses

and the great feelings of mankind from

above. It is in them and in their great and

simple movements that the will of the soul

and of destiny is asserted, for these two form

the eternal substance of a people. And, in

the present case, the movement of the great

masses and the great feelings of the people

took the form of an immense impulse of

sympathy and indignation, which gradually

increased, penetrating farther and farther into

the popular strata and gathering volume as it

progressed until it urged a whole nation to

assume the burden of a war which it knew to

be crushing and merciless, a war which each

of those who called for it knew to be a war

which he himself must wage, with his own

hands, with his own body, a war which would

wrest him from the pleasant ways of peace,

from his labours and his comforts, which
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would weigh terribly upon all those whom
he loved, which would expose him for weeks,

perhaps for months, to incredible sufferings

and which meant almost certain death to a

third or a half of those who demanded the

right to brave it. And all this, I repeat,

occurred without any material necessity,

from no other motive than a fine sense of

honour and a magnificent surge of admira-

tion and pity for a small foreign nation that

was being unjustly martyred. We cannot

repeat it too often : here, as in the case of

the sacrifice which Belgium and England

offered to the ideal of honour, is a new

and unprecedented fact in history.
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IX

BELGIUM'S FLAG DAY

TO-DAY our flag will quiver in every

French hand as a symbol of love and

gratitude. This day should be a day of

hope and glory for all Belgium.

Let us forget for a moment our terrible

distress ; let us forget our plains ana

meadows, the fairest and most fertile in

Europe, now ravaged to such a degree that

the utmost that one can say is powerless to

give any idea of a desolation which seems

irremediable. Let us forget—if to forget

them be possible—the Vvcmen, the children,

the old men, peaceable and innocent, who
have been massacred in their thousands, the

tale of whom will amaze the world when
once the grim barrier is broken behind which

so many secret horrors are being committed,
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Let us forget those who are dying of hunger

in our country, a land without harvests and

without homes, a land methodically taxed,

pillaged and crushed until it is drained of

the last drop of its life-blood. Let us forget

those remnants of our people who are

scattered hither and thither, who have trodden

the path of exile, who are living on public

charity, which, though it show itself full of

brotherhood and affection, is yet so oppressive

to those eminently industrious hands, which

had never known the grievous burden of

alms. Let us forget even those last of our

cities to be menaced, the fairest, the proudest,

the most beloved of our cities, which con-

stitute the very face of our country and

which only a miracle could now save. Let

us forget, in a word, the greatest calamity

and the most crying injustice of history and

think to-day only of our approaching deliver-

ance. It is not too early to hail it. It is

already in all our thoughts, as it is in all our

hearts. It is already in the air which we

breathe, in all the eyes that smile at us, in

all the voices that welcome us, in all the
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hands outstretched to us, waving the laurels

which they hold ; for what is bringing us

deliverance is the wonder, the admiration of

the whole world ! . . .

To-morrow we shall go back to our homes.

We shall not mourn though we find them in

ruins. They will rise again more beautiful

than of old from the ashes and the shards.

We shall know days of heroic poverty ; but

we have learnt that poverty is powerless

to sadden souls upheld by a great love

and nourished by a noble ideal. We shall

return with heads erect, regenerated in a

regenerated Europe, rejuvenated by a mag-

nificent misfortune, purified by victory and

cleansed of the littlenesses that obscured the

virtues which slumbered within us and of

which we were not aware. We shall have

lost all the goods that perish but come to life

again as readily. And in their place we

shall have acquired those riches which shall

not again perish within our hearts. Our
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eyes were closed to many things ; now they

nave opened upon wider horizons. Of old

we dared not avert our gaze from our wealth,

our petty comforts, our little rooted habits.

But now our eyes have been wrested from

the soil ; now they have achieved the sight

of heights that were hitherto unnoticed. We
did not know ourselves ; we used not to

love one another sufficiently ; but we have

learnt to know ourselves in the amazement

of glory and to love one another in the

grievous ardour of the most stupendous

sacrifice that any people has ever accom-

plished. We were on the point of forgetting

the heroic virtues, the unfettered thoughts,

the eternal ideas that lead humanity. To-

day, not only do we know that they exist

;

we have taught the world that they are

always triumphant, that nothing is lost while

faith is left, while honour is intact, while

love continues, while the soul does not

surrender ; and that the most monstrous of

powers will never prevail against those ideal

forces which are the happiness and the glory

of man and the sole reason for his existence.
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ON THE DEATH OF A LITTLE
SOLDIER

WHEN I speak of this little soldier who
fell a few days ago, up there in the

Vosges, it is not that I may mourn him

publicly. It behoves us in these days to

mourn our dead in secret. Personal sorrows

no longer count ; and we must learn how to

suppress them in the presence of that greater

sorrow which extends over all the world, the

particular sorrow of the mothers who are

setting us an example of the most heroic

silence that human suffering has been taught

to observe since suffering first visited woman-
kind. For the admirable silence of the

mothers is one of the great and striking

lessons of this war. Amid that tragic and
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magnificent silence no regret has the right to

make itself heard.

But, though my grief remains dumb, my
admiration can still raise its voice ; and in

speaking of this young soldier, who had not

reached man's estate and who died as the

bravest of men, I speak of all his brothers-

in-arms and hail thousands like him in his

name, which name becomes a great and

glorious symbol ; for at this time, when a

prodigious wave of unselfishness and courage,

surging up from the very depths of the

human race, uplifts the men who are fighting

and giving their lives for its future, they all

resemble one another in the same perfection.

My friend Raymond Bon was a sergeant

in the 27th battalion of the Chasseurs

Alpins. He left for the front in August 1 9 1

4

with the other recruits of the 19 15 class,

which means that he was hardly twenty years

of age ; and he won his stripes on the battle-

field, after being twice named in dispatches.
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The second time was on returning from a

murderous assault at Thann, in Upper
Alsace, in which he had greatly distin-

guished himself I quote the exact words

:

" Corporal Bon is mentioned in the orders

of the battalion for his gallantry under fire

and his indifference to danger. When the

leader of his section was killed, Bon took

command, rushed to the front and, shouting

to his men to follow him, gave proofs of

the greatest initiative and courage. He was

the first in the enemy's trenches with his

section."

That day he was promoted to sergeant

and complimented by the general in front

of his battalion in the following terms :

" This is the second time, my friend, that

I am told what you have done ; next time

you shall be told what I have done."

To-day men tell of his death, but also of

the undying glory which death alone confers.

"At Hartmannsviller," writes one of

Bon's comrades, "according to his captain's
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story, our friend's company was held in

reserve, waiting to support the attack de-

livered by a regiment of infantry. The

order came to support and reinforce the

attack. The company at once leapt from

the trenches, with the captain and Bon at its

head. There was a salvo of artillery ; and

the bursting of a great shell caught Ray-

mond almost full in the body, smashing his

right leg and his chest. The captain was

hit in the right hand. Notwithstanding his

horrible wounds, Bon did not lose conscious-

ness ; he was able to stammer out a few

words and to press the hand which the cap-

tain gave him. In less than two minutes all

was over."

And the captain adds :

"Always ready to sacrifice himself; a

brave among the brave."

These are modest and yet glorious details :

modest because they are so very common,

because they are constantly being repeated in

their sublime monotony and springing up

from every side, numberless as the essential
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actions of our daily life ; and glorious be-

cause before this war they seemed so rare

and almost legendary and incomprehensible.

3

Raymond Bon was a child of the South, of

that Provence which, day after day, is shed-

ding torrents of its blood to wipe out slanders

which we can no longer remember without

turning pale with anger and indignation.

He was born at Avignon, the old city of

the Popes and the cicadas, where men have

louder accents and lighter hearts than else-

where. He was a little boxing-master, who

earned a livelihood at Nice for himself and

his destitute parents by giving lessons in the

noble art of self-defence with the good, ever-

ready weapons which nature has bestowed

upon us. He boasted no other education

than that which a lad picks up at the pri-

mary school ; but, almost illiterate as he was,

he possessed all the refinement, the innate

culture, the unconscious delicacy and tact,

the kindliness of speech and feeling and the
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beautiful heart of that comely race whose

foremost sons seem to be purified and

spiritualized from their first childish steps

by the most radiant sunshine in the world.

One would say that they were directly re-

lated to those exquisite young men of ancient

Greece who sprang into existence ready to

understand all things and to experience life's

purest emotions before they themselves had

lived. My reason for insisting upon the

point is that, in this respect above all, he

represented thousands and thousands of

youths from that wonderful region where

all the best and most lovable qualities

of mankind lie hidden all around beneath

the indifferent surface of everyday existence,

only awaiting a favourable occasion to blossom

into astonishing flowers of grace and gener-

osity and heroism.

4

When I heard that he had gone to the

front, I felt a melancholy certainty that I

should never set eyes on him again. He
was of those whose fate there is no mistaking.
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He was one of those predestined heroes

whose courage marks them out beforehand

for death and laurels. I but too well knew

his eagerness, his unbounded sincerity and

single-mindedness and his great heart : that

admirable heart devoid of all caution or

ulterior motive or calculation, that heart

turned, at all times and with all its might,

purely towards honour and duty. He was

bound to be in the trenches and in the

bayonet-charge the same man that I had so

often seen in the ring, taking risks from the

start, taking them wholesale, unremittingly,

blindly and cheerfully and always ready,

with his pleasant smile, like that of a shy

child, at any time to face whatever giant

might have challenged him.

I remember that, one day in the year

191 4, he was training Georges Carpentier,

who was to meet some negro heavy-weight

or other. The disproportion in the strength

of the two men struck my friends and me
as rather alarming ; and we took the

champion of the world aside and begged him

not to hit too hard and to spare our little
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instructor as much as he could. That good

fellow Carpentier, who is full of chivalrous

gentleness, promised to do what we asked
;

but after the first round he came back to us

and said :

" I can't let him off as easily as I should

like. The little chap is too plucky and too

sensitive ; and I have to hit out in earnest.

Besides, he overheard you ; and what he says

is, ' Never mind what the gentlemen tell

you ; they are much too considerate and

are always afraid of my getting smashed

up. There's no fear of that. You j ust go

for me hard, else we sha'n't be doing

good work.'
"

5

"Good work." That is evidently what

he did over there and what they are all

doing. It is indeed fine work, the most

glorious that a man can perform, to die

like that for a cause the triumph of which

he will not behold, for benefits which he

does not reap and which will accrue solely

to his fellow-men whom he will never see
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again. For, apart from those benefits, like

so many others, like almost all the others,

he had nothing to gain and nothing to lose

by this war. All that he possessed in the

world was the strength of his two arms ; and

that strength finds a country everywhere.

But we are no longer concerned with the

personal and immediate interests that guide

nearly all the actions of everyday life. A
loftier ideal has visited men's minds and

occupies them wholly ; and the least pre-

pared, the humblest, the minds that seemed

to understand hardly anything of the exist-

ence that came before the tremendous trial,

now feel it and live it as thoroughly and with

the same infinite ampleness as do those

minds which thought themselves alone ca-

pable of grasping it, of considering it from

above or contemplating it from every side.

Never did a sheer ideal sink so deeply into

so many hearts or abide there for so

long without faltering or wavering. And
therefore, beyond a doubt, somewhere on

high, in the heart of the unknown powers

that rule us, there is being piled up at this
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moment the most wonderful treasure of im-

material forces that man has ever possessed,

one upon which he will draw until the end of

time ; for in this superhuman treasure-house

nothing is lost and we are still living day by

day on the virtues stored in it long centuries

ago by the heroes of Greece and Rome, by

the saints and martyrs of the primitive

Church and by the flower of mediaeval

chivalry.
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XI

THE HOUR OF DESTINY

WE are already free to speak of this war

as if it were ended and of victory as if

it were assured. In principle, in the region

of moral certainties, Germany has been

beaten since the battle of the Marne ; and

reality, which is always slower, because it

goes burdened beneath the weight of matter,

must needs come obediently to join the

ranks of those certainties. The last agony

may be prolonged for weeks and months, for

the animal is endowed with the stubborn

and almost inextinguishable vitality of the

beasts of prey ; but it is wounded to the

death ; and we have only to wait patiently,

weapon in hand, for the final convulsions

that announce the end. The historic event,

the greatest beyond doubt since man pos-
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sesscd a history, is therefore accomplished
;

and, strange to say, it seems as though it

had been accomplished in spite of history,

against its laws and contrary to its wishes.

It is rash, I know, to speak of such things
;

and it behoves us to be very cautious in

these speculations which pass the scope of

human understanding ; but, when we con-

sider what the annals of this earth of ours

have taught us, it seemed written in the

book of the world's destinies that Germany

was bound to win. It was not only, as we

are too ready at the first glance to believe,

the megalomania of an autocrat drunk with

vanity, the gross vanity of some brainless

buffoon ; it was not the warlike impulses,

the blind infatuation and egoism of a feudal

caste ; it was not even the impatient and

deliberately fanned envy and covetousness of

a too prolific race close-cramped on a dreary

and ungrateful soil ; it was none of these

that let loose the hateful war. All these

causes, adventitious or fortuitous as they

were, only settled the hour of the decision
;

but the decision itself was taken and written,
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probably ages ago, in other spheres which

cannot be reached by the conscious will of

man, spheres in which dark and mighty laws

hold sway over illimitable time and space.

The whole line, the whole huge curve of

history showed to the mind of whosoever

tried to read its sacred and fearful hiero-

glyphics that the day of a new, a formidable

and inexorable event was at hand.

The theories built up on this point in the

last sixty years by the German professors,

notably by Giesbrecht, the historian of the

Ottos and the Hohenstaufens, and Treit-

schke, the historian of the Hohenzollerns,

do not necessarily carry conviction, but are

at least impressive ; and the work of these

two writers, which we do not know as well

as we should, and of Treitschke in particular

possessed in Germany an influence that sank

deep into every mind, far exceeding that of

Nietzsche, which we looked upon as pre-

ponderant. But let us ignore for the

moment all that belongs to a remote past,

the study of which would call for more space

than we have at our disposal. Let us not
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question the Empire of the Ottos, the

Hohenstaufens, or the Hapsburgs, in which

Germany, at least as a nation and a race,

played but a secondary part and was still un-

conscious of her existence. Let us rather

see what is happening nearer to us and, so to

speak, before our very eyes.

A hundred years ago, under Napoleon,

France enjoyed her spell of hegemony, which

she was not able to prolong because this

hegemony was more the work of a prodigi-

ous but accidental genius than the fruit of

a real and intrinsic power. Next came the

turn of England, who to-day possesses the

greatest empire that the world has seen since

the days of ancient Rome, that is to say,

more than a fifth part of the habitable

globe. But this vast empire rests no more

than did Napoleon's upon an incontestable

force, inasmuch as up to this day it was

defended only by an army less numerous

and less well-equipped than that of many a
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smaller nation, thus almost inevitably invi-

ting war, as was pointed out a year or two ago

by Professor Cramb in his prophetic book,

Qermany and England^ which has only re-

cently aroused the interest which it deserves.

It seemed, therefore, as if between these

two Powers, which were more illusory than

real, pending the advent of Russia, whose

hour had not yet struck ; in this gap in

history, between a nation on the verge of its

decline, or at least seemingly incapable of

defending itself, and a nation that was still

too young and incapable of attack, fate

offered a magnificent place to whoso cared

to take it. This is what Germany felt, at

first instinctively, urged by all the ill-defined

forces that impel mankind, and subsequently,

in these latter years, with a consciousness

that became ever clearer and more persistent.

She grasped the fact that her turn had come

to reign over the earth, that she must take

her chance and seize the opportunity that

comes but once. She prepared to answer

the call of fate and, supported by the

mysterious aid which it lends to those whom
"5
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it summons, she did answer, we must

admit, in an astonishing and most formidable

manner.

She was within a hair's breadth of suc-

ceeding. A little less prolonged and less

gallant resistance on the part of Belgium,

a suspicious movement from Italy, a false

step made upon the banks of the Marne
;

and we can picture Paris falling ; France

overrun and fighting heroically to her last

gasp ; Russia, not crushed, but weary of

seeking victory and making terms for good

or ill with a conqueror impotent to harm

her ; the neutral nations more or less reluct-

antly siding with the strongest ; England,

isolated, giving up her colonies to staunch

the wounds of her invaded isle ; the fasces

of justice broken asunder by a separate peace

here, a separate peace there, each equally

humiliating ; and Germany, monstrous,

ferocious, implacable, finally towering alone

over the ruins of Europe.
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3

Now it seems that we have turned aside

the inflexible decree. It seems that we have

averted the fate that was about to be accom-

plished. It was bearing down upon us with

the weight of the ages, with all the weight of

all the vague but irresistible aspirations of

the past and, perhaps, the future. Thanks

to the greatest effort which mankind has

ever opposed to the unknown gods that rule

it, we are entitled to believe that the decree

has broken down and that we have driven it

into the evil cave where never human force

before had compelled it to hide its defeat.

I say, " It seems ;

**
I say, " We are

entitled to believe." The fact is that the

ordeal is not yet past. Even on the day

when the war is ended and when victory is

in our hands, destiny will not yet be con-

quered. It has happened—seldom, it is

true, but, still, it has happened twice or

thrice—that a nation has compelled the

course of fate to turn aside or to fall

back. The nation congratulated herself, even
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as we believe that we have the right to

do. But events were not slow in proving

that she had congratulated herself too soon.

Fatality, that is to say, the enormous mass

of causes and effects of which we have no

understanding, was not overcome ; it was

only delayed. It awaited its revenge and its

day, or at least what we call its day, which

may extend over a hundred years where

nations are concerned, for fatality does not

reckon in the manner of men, but after the

fashion of the great movements of nature.

It is important at this time to know whether

we shall be able to escape that revenge and

that day. If men and nations were swayed

only by reason, if, after being so often the

absolute masters of their happiness and their

future, they had not so often destroyed that

which they had just achieved, then we might

say-—and, indeed, ought to say—that our

escape depends only upon ourselves. In

point of fact, three-quarters of the risk are

run and the fourth is in our power ; we have

only to keep it so. Almost all the chances

of the fight are on our side at last ; and,
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when the war is over, there will be nothing

but our wisdom and our will confronting a

destiny which henceforth will be powerless

to take its course unless it first succeed in

blinding and perverting them.

In that hour all that lies hidden under

that mysterious word will be waiting on

our decision, waiting to know if victory is

with us or with it. It is after we have won
that we must really vanquish ; it is in the

hour of peace that the actual war will begin

against an invisible foe, a hundred times as

dangerous as the one of whom we have seen

too much. If at that hour we do not profit

by all our advantages ; if we do not destroy,

root and branch, the military power of an

enemy who is in secret alliance with the evil

influences of the earth ; if we do not, here

and^now, by an irrevocable compact, forearm

ourselves against our sense of pity and

generosity, our weakness, our imprudence,

our future rivalries and discords ; if we leave

a single outlet to the beast at bay ; if, through

our negligence, we give it a single hope, a

single^opportunity of coming to the surface
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and taking breath, then the vigilant fatality

which has but one fixed idea will resume its

progress and pursue its way, dragging history

with it and laughing over its shoulder at man

once more tricked and discomfited. All that

we have done and suffered, the ruins, the

sacrifices, the nameless tortures and the

numberless dead, will have served no pur-

pose and will be lost beyond redemption.

Everything will not have to be done over

again, for nothing is ever done over again

and fortunate opportunities do not occur

twice ; but everything except our woes and

all their consequences will be as though it

had never been.

4

It will therefore be a matter of holding

our own against the enemy whom we do not

see and mastering him until the turn or

chance of the accursed race is past. How
long will that be ? We cannot tell ; but, in

the swift-moving history of to-day, it seems

probable that the waiting and the struggle

will be much shorter than they would have
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been in former times. Is it possible that

fatality—by which I mean what perhaps for

a moment was the unacknowledged desire of

the planet—shall not regain the upper hand ?

At the stage which man has reached, I hope

and believe so. He had never conquered it

before ; but also he had not yet risen to the

height which he has now attained. There is

no reason why that which had never happened

should not take place one day ; and every-

thing seems to tell us that man is approach-

ing the day whereon, seizing the most

glorious opportunity that has ever presented

itself since he acquired a consciousness, he

will at last learn that he is able, when he

pleases, to control his whole fate in this

world.
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IN ITALY

A FEW days before Italy formed her

-^^ great resolve, the following lines

appeared in one of the leading Pangermanic

organs of the peoples beyond the Rhine,

the Kreuzzeitung :

"We have already observed that it will

not do to be too optimistic as to Italy's

decision ; in point of fact, the situation is

very serious. If none but moderate con-

siderations had ruled Italy's intentions,

there is little doubt as to which path she

would choose ; but we know the height

which the wave of Germanophobia has

attained in that country, a significant mark

of the popular sentiment being the declara-

tion of the Italian Socialists upon the reasons
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of their inability to oppose the war. An
equal source of danger is the fact that the

government feels that it no longer controls

the current of public opinion."

The whole drama of Italian intervention

is summed up in these lines, which explain

it better than would the longest and mos
learned commentaries.

The Italian government, restrained by

a politic wisdom and prudence, excessive,

perhaps, but very excusable, did not wish

for war. To the utmost limits of patience,

until its dignity and its sense of security

could bear no more, it did all that could

be done to spare its people the greatest

calamity that can befall a land. It held

out until it was literally submerged and

carried away by the flood of Germanophobia

of which the passage which I have quoted

speaks. I witnessed the rising of this flood.

When I arrived in Milan, at the end of

November 19 14, to speak a few sentences

at a charity-fete organized for the benefit

of the Belgian refugees, the hatred of
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Germany was already storing itself up in

men's hearts, but had not as yet come to

the surface. Here and there it did break

out, but it was still fearful, circumspect and

hesitating. One felt it brewing, seething

in the depths of men's souls, but it seemed

as yet to be feeling its way, to be reckoning

itself up, to be painfully attaining self-

consciousness. When I returned to Italy

in March 1915, I was amazed to behold the

unhoped-for height to which the invading

flood had so swiftly risen. That pious

hatred, that necessary hatred, which in this

case is merely a magnificent passion for

justice and humanity, had swept over every-

thing. It had come out into the full sun-

light ; it thrilled and quivered at the least

appeal, proud and happy to assert itself,

to manifest itself with the beautiful tu-

multuous ostentation of the South ; and it

was the " neutrals " that now hid themselves

after the manner of unspeakable insects.

That species had all but disappeared, anni-

hilated by the storm that was gathering on

every hand. The Germans themselves had
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gone to earth, no one knew where ; and

from that moment it was certain that war

was imminent and inevitable.

In the space of three months a stupendous

work had been accompHshed. It is im-

possible for the moment to weigh and

determine the part of each of those who

performed it. But we can even now say

that in Italy, which is governed pre-

eminently by public opinion and which,

more than any other nation, has in its blood

the traditions and the habits of the forum

and the ancient republics, it is above all

the spoken word that changes men's hearts

and urges them to action.

From this point of view, the admirable

campaign of agitation and propaganda under-

taken by M. Jules Destree, author of

En Italie^ was of an importance and

possessed consequences which are beyond

comparison with anything else accomplished

and which are difficult to realize by those
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who were not present at one or other

of the meetings at which, for more than

six months, indefatigably, travelling from

town to town, from the smallest to the

most populous, he uttered the distressful

complaint of martyred Belgium, unveiling

the lies, the felonies, the monstrosities and

the acts of devastation perpetrated by the

barbarian horde and making heard, with

sovran eloquence, the august voice of out-

raged justice and of baffled right.

I heard him more than once and was able

to judge for myself of the magical effect

—

the term is by no means too strong—which

he produced on the Italian crowd. It was

a magnificent spectacle, which I shall never

forget. I then perceived, for the first time,

the mysterious, incantatory, supernatural

powers of great eloquence.

He would come forward wearing a languid,

dejected and overburdened air. The crowd,

like all crowds awaiting their master, sat

thronged at his feet, silently humming, un-

decided, unshaped, not yet knowing what

it wanted or intended. He would begin
;
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his voice was low, leisurely, almost hesi-

tating ; he seemed to be painfully searching

for his ideas and expressions, but in reality

he was feeling for the sensitive and magnetic

points of the huge and unknown being

whose soul he wished to reach. At the

outset it was evident that he did not know

exactly what he was going to say. He
swept his words across the assembly as

though they had been antennae. They came

back to him charged with sympathy and

strength and precise information. Then his

delivery became more rapid, his body drew

itself erect, his stature and his very size

increased. His voice grew fuller ; it became

tremendous, seductive or sarcastic, over-

whelming like a hurricane all the ideas of

his audience, beating against the walls of

the largest buildings, flowing, through the

doors and windows, out into the surging

streets, there to kindle the ardour and

hatred which already inflamed the hall. His

face—tawny, brutal, ravaged, furrowed with

shade and slashed with light, powerful and

magnificent in its ugliness—became the very
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mask, the visible symbol of the furious

and generous passions of the crowd. At

moments such as this, he truly merited

the name which I heard those about me
murmuring, the name which the Italians

gave him in that kind of helpless fear and

delight which men feel in the presence of

an irresistible force : he was " the Terrible

Orator."

But all this power, which seemed so blindly

released, was in reality extremely cautious,

extremely subtle and marvellously well-

disciplined. The handling of those shy,

though excited crowds called for the utmost

prudence, as a certain French speaker, whom
I will not name, but who wished to make a

like attempt, learnt to his cost. The Italian

is generous, courteous, hospitable, expansive

and enthusiastic, but also proud and suscep-

tible. He does not readily allow another to

dictate his conduct, to reproach him with his

shortcomings or to offer him advice. He is

conscious of his own worth ; he knows that

he is the eldest son of our civilization and

that no one has the right to patronize him.
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It is necessary, therefore, beneath the appear-

ance of the most fiery and unbridled elo-

quence, to observe perfect self-mastery,

combined with infinite tact and circumspec-

tion. It is often essential to divine instan-

taneously the temper of the crowd, to bow

before the most varied and unexpected

circumstances and to profit by them. I

remember, among others, a singularly prickly

meeting at Naples. The Neapolitans are hardly

warlike people ; but they none the less felt

on this occasion that they must not appear

indifferent to the generous movement which

was thrilling the rest of Italy. At the last

moment we were warned that we might

speak of Belgium and her misfortunes, but

that any too pointed allusion to the war, any

too violent attack upon the Teutonic bandits

would arouse protests which might injure

our cause. I, being no orator, had only my
poor written speech, which, as I could not

alter it, became dangerous. It was necessary

to prepare the ground. Destr^e mounted

the platform and, in a masterly improvisa-

tion, began by establishing a long, patient
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and scholarly parallel between Flemish and

Italian art, between the great painters of

Florence and Venice and those of Flanders

and Brabant ; and thence, by imperceptible

degrees, he shifted his ground to the present

distress in Belgium, to the atrocities and the

infamies of her oppressors, to the whole story,

to the whole series of injustices, to the whole

danger of this nameless war. He was ap-

plauded ; the barriers were broken down.

Anything added to what he had said was

superfluous ; but everything was permissible.

3

For the rest, it must be admitted that an

admirable impulse of pity and admiration for

Belgium sustained the orator and lent his

every word a range and a potency which it

could not otherwise have possessed. This

unanimous and spontaneous sympathy as-

sumed at times the most touching and

unexpected forms. All difficulties were

smoothed away before us as by magic ; the

sternest prohibitions were ingeniously evaded
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or benevolently removed. From the towns

which we were due to visit the hotel-keepers

telegraphed to us, begging as a favour per-

mission to give us lodging ; and, when the

time came to settle our account, it was im-

possible to get them to accept the slightest

remuneration ; and the whole staff, from the

majestic porter to the humblest boot-boy,

heroically refused to be tipped. If we

entered a restaurant and were recognized,

the customers would rise, take counsel to-

gether and order a bottle of some famous

wine ; then one among them would come

forward, requesting, gracefully and respect-

fully, that we would do them the honour of

drinking with them to the deliverance of our

martyred motherland. At the memory of

what that unhappy country had suffered for

the salvation of the world, a sort of discreet

and affecting fervour was visible in the looks

of all ; it may be said that nowhere was the

heroic sacrifice of Belgium more nobly and

more affectionately admired and understood
;

and it will be recognized one day, when time

has done its work, that, although other
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causes induced Italy to take upon her

shoulders the terrible burden of a war which

was not inevitable, the only causes which

really, in the depths of her soul, liberated

her resolve were the admiration, the indigna-

tion and the heroic pity inspired by the

spectacle, incessantly renewed, of our un-

merited afflictions. You will not find in

history a nobler sacrifice nor one made for

a nobler cause.
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ON REREADING THUCYDIDES

I

A T moments above all when history is in

-^^the making, in these times when great

and as yet incomplete pages are being traced,

pages by the side of which all that had

already been written will pale, it is a good

and salutary thing to turn to the past in

search of instruction, warning and encour-

agement. In this respect, the unwearying

and implacable war which Athens kept up

against Sparta for twenty-seven years, with

the hegemony of Greece for a stake, presents

more than one analogy with that which we

ourselves are waging and teaches lessons that

should make us reflect. The counsels which

it gives us are all the more precious, all the

more striking or profound inasmuch as the

war is narrated to us by a man who remains,
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with Tacitus, despite the striving of the

centuries, the progress of Hfe and all the

opportunities of doing better, the greatest

historian that the earth has ever known.

Thucydides is in fact the supreme historian,

at the same time swift and detailed, scrupu-

lously sifting his evidence but giving free

play to intuition, setting forth none but

incontestable facts, yet divining the most

secret intentions and embracing at a glance

all the present and future political conse-

quences of the events which he relates. He
is withal one of the most perfect writers, one

of the most admirable artists in the literature

of mankind ; and from this point of view,

in an entirely different and almost antago-

nistic world, he has not an equal save Tacitus.

But Tacitus is before everything a wonder-

ful tragic poet, a painter of foul abysses, of

fire and blood, who can lay bare the souls of

monsters and their crimes, whereas Thucy-

dides is above all a great political moralist, a

statesman endowed with extraordinary per-

spicacity, a painter of the open air and of a

free state, who portrays the minds of those
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sane, ingenious, subtle, generous and marvel-

lously intelligent men who peopled ancient

Greece. The one piles on the gloom with a

lavish hand, gathers dark shadows which he

pierces at each sentence with lightning-flashes,

but remains sombre and oppressed on the

very summits, whereas the other condenses

nothing but light, groups together judgments

that are so many radiant sheaves and remains

luminous and breathes freely in the very

depths. The first is passionate, violent,

fierce, indignant, bitter, sincerely but piti-

lessly unjust and all made up of magnificent

animosities ; the second is always even,

always at the same high level, which is that

which the noblest endeavour of human reason

can attain. He has no passion but a passion

for the public weal, for justice, glory and

intelligence. It is as though all his work

were spread out in the blue sky ; and even

his famous picture of the plague of Athens

seems covered with sunshine.
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But there is no need to follow up this

parallel, which is not my object. I will not

dwell any longer—though perhaps I may

return to them one day—upon the lessons

which we might derive from that Pelopon-

nesian War, in which the position of Athens

towards Lacedaemon provides more than one

point of comparison with that of France

towards Germany. True, we do not there

see, as in our own case, civilized nations

fighting a morally barbarian people : it was

a contest between Greeks and Greeks, dis-

playing, however, in the same physical race

two different and incompatible spirits.

Athens stood for human life in its happiest

development, gracious, cheerful and peace-

ful. She took no serious interest except in

the happiness, the imponderous riches, the

innocent and perfect beauties, the sweet

leisures, the glories and the arts of peace.

When she went to war, it was as though in

play, with the smile still on her face, looking

upon it as a more violent pleasure than the
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rest, or as a duty joyfully accepted. She

bound herself down to no discipline, she was

never ready, she improvised everything at

the last moment, having, " with habits not of

labour but of ease and courage not of art

but of nature," as Pericles said, " the double

advantage of escaping the experience of hard-

ships in anticipation and of facing them in

the hour of need as fearlessly as those who

are never free from them." ^

For Sparta, on the other hand, life was

nothing but endless work, an incessant strain,

having no other objective than war. She was

gloomy, austere, strict, morose, almost ascetic,

an enemy to everything that excuses man's

presence on this earth, a nation of spoilers,

looters, incendiaries and devastators, a nest of

wasps beside a swarm of bees, a perpetual

menace and danger to everything around her,

as hard upon herself as upon others and

boasting an ideal which may appear lofty if it

* This and the later passage from Pericles' funeral

oration I have quoted from the late Richard Crawley's

admirable translation of Thucydides' Peloponnesian War,

now published in the Temple Classics.—A. T. de M.
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be man*s ideal to be unhappy and the con-

tented slave of unrelenting discipline. On
the other hand, she differed entirely from

those whom we are now fighting in that she

was generally honest, loyal and upright and

showed a certain respect for the gods and

their temples, for treaties and for international

law. It is none the less true that, if she had

from the beginning reigned alone or without

encountering a long resistance, Hellas would

never have been the Hellas that we know.

She would have left in history but a precari-

ous trace of useless warlike virtues and of

minor combats without glory ; and mankind

would not have possessed that centre of light

towards which it turns to this day.

3

What was to be the issue of this war .?

Here begins the lesson which it were well to

study thoroughly. It would seem indeed

as if, with the first encounters in that conflict,

as in our own, the inexplicable will that

governs nations was favourable to the less
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civilized ; and in fact Lacedaemon gained the

upper hand, at least temporarily and suffi-

ciently to abuse her victory to such a degree

that she soon lost its fruits. But Athens

held the evil will in check for seven-and-

twenty years ; for twenty-seven summers

and twenty-seven winters, to use Thucydides*

reckoning, she proved to us that it is pos-

sible, in defiance of probability, to fight

against what seems written in the book of

heaven and hell. Nay more, at a time when

Sparta, whose sole industry, whose sole train-

ing, whose only reason for existence and

whose only ideal was war, was hugging the

thought of crushing in a few weeks, under

the weight of her formidable hoplites, a

frivolous, careless and ill-organized city,

Athens, notwithstanding the treacherous blow

which fate dealt her by sending a plague that

carried off a third of her civil population and

a quarter of her army, Athens for seventeen

years definitely held victory in her grasp.

During this period, she more than once had

Lacedaemon at her mercy and did not begin

to descend the stony path of ruin and defeat
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until after the disastrous expedition to Sicily,

in which, carried away by her rhetoricians

and bitten with inconceivable folly, she

hurled all her fleet, all her soldiers and

all her wealth into a remote, unprofitable,

unknown and desperate adventure. She

resisted the decline of her fortunes for yet

another ten years, heaping up her sins against

wisdom and simple common sense and with

her own hands drawing tighter the knot that

was to strangle her, as though to show us

that destiny is for the most part but our own

madness and that what we call unavoidable

fatality has its root only in mistakes that

might easily be avoided.

4

To point this moral was again not my
real object. In these days when we have so

many sorrows to assuage and so many deaths

to honour, I wished merely to recall a page

written over two thousand years ago, to the

glory of the Athenian heroes who fell for

their country in the first battles of that war.
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According to the custom of the Greeks, the

bones of the dead that had been burnt on

the battlefield were solemnly brought back

to Athens at the end of the year ; and the

people chose the greatest speaker in the city

to deliver the funeral oration. This honour

fell to Pericles son of Xanthippus, the

Pericles of the golden age of human beauty.

After pronouncing a well-merited and mag-

nificent eulogium on the Athenian nation

and institutions, he concluded with the

following words :

" Indeed, if I have dwelt at some length

upon the character of our country, it has

been to show that our stake in the struggle

is not the same as theirs who have no such

blessing to lose and also that the panegyric

of the men over whom I am now speaking

might be by definite proofs established.

That panegyric is now in a great measure

complete ; for the Athens that I have cele-

brated is only what the heroism of these and

their like have made her, men whose fame,

unlike that of most Hellenes, will be found
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to be only commensurate with their deserts.

And, if a test of worth be wanted, it is to be

found in their closing scene ; and this not

only in the cases in which it set the final seal

upon their merit, but also in those in which

it gave the first intimation of their having

any. For there is justice in the claim that

steadfastness in his country's battles should

be as a cloak to cover a man's other imper-

fections, since the good action has blotted

out the bad and his merit as a citizen more

than outweighed his demerits as an in-

dividual. But none of these allowed either

wealth with its prospect of future enjoyment

to unnerve his spirit, or poverty with its

hope of a day of freedom and riches to tempt

him to shrink from danger. No, holding

that vengeance upon their enemies was more

to be desired than any personal blessings

and reckoning this to be the most glorious

of hazards, they joyfully determined to

accept the risk, to make sure of their

vengeance and to let their wishes wait ; and,

while committing to hope the uncertainty of

final success, in the business before them
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they thought fit to act boldly and trust in

themselves. Thus choosing to die resisting

rather than to live submitting, they fled

only from dishonour, but met danger

face to face and, after one brief moment,

while at the summit of their fortune,

escaped not from their fear but from their

glory.

" So died these men as became Athenians.

You, their survivors, must determine to have

as unfaltering a resolution in the field, though

you may pray that it may have a happier

issue. And, not contented with ideas de-

rived only from words of the advantages

which are bound up with the defence of your

country, though these would furnish a valu-

able text to a speaker even before an audience

so alive to them as the present, you must

yourselves realize the power of Athens and

feed your eyes upon her from day to day,

till love of her fills your hearts ; and then,

when all her greatness shall break upon you,

you must reflect that it was by courage,

sense of duty and a keen feeling of honour

in action that men were enabled to win all
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this and that no personal failure in an enter-

prise could make them consent to deprive

their country of their valour, but they laid

it at her feet as the most glorious contribu-

tion that they could offer. For by this

offering of their lives made in common by

them all they each of them individually re-

ceived that renown which never grows old

and, for a sepulchre, not so much that in

which their bones have been deposited, but

that noblest of shrines wherein their glory

is laid up to be eternally remembered upon

every occasion on which deed or story shall

call for its commemoration. For heroes

have the whole earth for their tomb ; and in

lands far from their own, where the column

with its epitaph declares it, there is enshrined

in every breast a record unwritten with no

tablet to preserve it, except that of the heart.

These take as your model and, judging

happiness to be the fruit of freedom and

freedom of valour, never decline the dangers

of war. For it is not the miserable that

would most justly be unsparing of their

lives : these have nothing to hope for ; it
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is rather they to whom continued life

may bring reverses as yet unknown and

to whom a fall, if it came, would be most

tremendous in its consequences. And surely,

to a man of spirit, the degradation of cow-

ardice must be immeasurably more grievous

than the unfelt death which strikes him in

the midst of his strength and patriotism !

*' Comfort, therefore, not condolence, is

what I have to offer to the parents of the

dead who may be here. Numberless are the

chances to which, as they know, the life of

man is subject ; but fortunate indeed are

they who draw for their lot a death so

glorious as that which has caused your

mourning and to whom life has been so

exactly measured as to terminate in the

happiness in which it has been passed. Still

I know that this is a hard saying, especially

when those are in question of whom you

will be constantly reminded by seeing in the

homes of others blessings of which once you

also boasted ; for grief is felt not so much
for the want of what we have never known
as for the loss of that to which we have been
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long accustomed. Yet you who are still of

an age to beget children must bear up in the

hope of having others in their stead : not

only will they help you to forget those whom
you have lost, but they will be to the state

at once a reinforcement and a security ; for

never can a fair or just policy be expected

of the citizen who does not, like his fellows,

bring to the decision the interests and appre-

hensions of a father. While those of you

who have passed your prime must con-

gratulate yourselves with the thought that

the best part of your life was fortunate and

that the brief span that remains will be

cheered by the fame of the departed. For

it is only the love of honour that never

grows old ; and honour it is, not gain, as

some would have it, that rejoices the heart

of age and helplessness. . . .

"And, now that you have brought to a

close your lamentations for your relatives,

you may depart."

These words spoken twenty-three centuries

ago ring in our hearts as though they were
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uttered yesterday. They celebrate our dead

better than could any eloquence of ours,

however poignant it might be. Let us bow
before their paramount beauty and before the

great people that could applaud and under-

stand.
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THE DEAD DO NOT DIE

WHEN we behold the terrible loss of

so many young lives, when we see

so many incarnations of physical and moral

vigour, of intellect and of glorious promise

pitilessly cut off in their first flower, we are

on the verge of despair. Never before have

the fairest energies and aspirations of men
been flung recklessly and incessantly into an

abyss whence comes no sound or answer.

Never since it came into existence has

humanity squandered its treasure, its sub-

stance and its prospects so lavishly. For

more than twelve months, on every battle-

field, where the bravest, the truest, the most

ardent and self-sacrificing are necessarily the

first to die and where the less courageous,

the less generous, the weak, the ailing, in a
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word the less desirable, alone possess some

chance of escaping the carnage, for over

twelve months a sort of monstrous inverse

selection has been in operation, one which

seems to be deliberately seeking the down-

fall of the human race. And we wonder

uneasily what the state of the world will be

after the great trial and what will be left of it

and what will be the future of this stunted race,

shorn of all the best and noblest part of it.

The problem is certainly one of the dark-

est that has ever vexed the minds of men.

It contains a material truth before which we

remain defenceless ; and, if we accept it as

it stands, we can discover no remedy for the

evil that threatens us. But material and

tangible truths are never anything but a

more or less salient angle of greater and

deeper-lying truths. And on the other

hand mankind appears to be such a necessary

and indestructible force of nature that it has

always, hitherto, not only survived the most

desperate ordeals, but succeeded in benefit-

ing by them and emerging greater and

stronger than before.
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We know that peace is better than war
;

it were madness to compare the two. We
know that, if this cataclysm let loose by an

act of unutterable folly had not come upon

the world, mankind would doubtless have

reached ere long a zenith of wonderful

achievement whose manifestations it is im-

possible to foreshadow. We know that, if a

third or a fourth part of the fabulous sums

expended on extermination and destruction

had been devoted to works of peace, all the

iniquities that poison the air we breathe

would have been triumphantly redressed and

that the social question, the one great

question, that matter of life and death which

justice demands that posterity should face,

would have found its definite solution, once

and for all, in a happiness which now perhaps

even our sons and grandsons will not realize.

We know that the disappearance of two or

three million young existences, cut down

when they were on the point of bearing

fruit, will leave in history a void that will
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not be easily filled, even as we know that

among those dead were mighty intellects,

treasures of genius which will not come

back again and which contained inventions

and discoveries that will now perhaps be lost

to us for centuries. We know that we shall

never grasp the consequences of this thrust-

ing back of progress and of this unpre-

cedented devastation. But, granting all this,

it is a good thing to recover our balance and

stand upon our feet. There is no irrepar-

able loss. Everything is transformed,

nothing perishes and that which seems to be

hurled into destruction is not destroyed at

all. Our moral world, even as our physical

world, is a vast but hermetically-sealed sphere,

whence naught can issue, whence naught can

fall to be dissolved in space. All that exists,

all that comes into being upon this earth

remains there and bears fruit ; and the most

appalling wastage is but material or spiritual

riches flung away for an instant, to fall to the

ground again in a new form. There is no

escape or leakage, no filtering through cracks,

no missing the mark, not even waste or
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neglect. All this heroism poured out on

every side does not leave our planet ; and

the reason why the courage of our fighters

seems so general and yet so extraordinary is

that all the might of the dead has passed

into those who survive. All those forces of

wisdom, patience, honour and self-sacrifice

which increase day by day and which we our-

selves, who are far from the field of danger,

feel rising within us without knowing whence

they come are nothing but the souls of the

heroes gathered and absorbed by our own
souls.

It is well at times to contemplate invisible

things as though we saw them with our eyes.

This was the aim of all the great religions,

when they but represented under forms

appropriate to the manners of their day the

latent deep, instinctive truths, the general

and essential truths which are the guiding

principles of mankind. All have felt and

recognized that loftiest of all truths, the

communion of the living and the dead, and
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have given it various names designating the

same mysterious verity : the Christians

know it as revival of merit, the Buddhists as

reincarnation, or transmigration of souls, and

the Japanese as Shintoism, or ancestor-

worship. The last are more fully convinced

than any other nation that the dead do not

cease to live and that they direct our actions,

are exalted by our virtues and become gods.

Lafcadio Hearn, the writer who has most

closely studied and understood that wonder-

ful ancestor-worship, says :

" One of the surprises of our future will

certainly be a return to beliefs and ideas long

ago abandoned upon the mere assumption

that they contained no truth—beliefs still

called barbarous, pagan, mediaeval, by those

who condemn them out of traditional habit.

Year after year the researches of science

afford us new proof that the savage, the

barbarian, the idolater, the monk, each and

all have arrived, by different paths, as near

to some one point of eternal truth as any

thinker of the nineteenth century. We are
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now learning, also, that the theories of the

astrologers and of the alchemists were but

partially, not totally, wrong. We have

reason even to suppose that no dream of the

invisible world has ever been dreamed,

—

that no hypothesis of the unseen has ever

been imagined,—which future science will

not prove to have contained some germ of

reality."
^

There are many things which might be

added to these lines, notably all that the

most recent of our sciences, metapsychics,

is engaged in discovering with regard to the

miraculous faculties of our subconsciousness.

But, to return more directly to what we
were saying, was it not observed that, after

the great battles of the Napoleonic era, the

birth-rate increased in an extraordinary

manner, as though the lives suddenly cut

^ Kokoro : Hints and Echoes of Japariese Life,

chapter xiv. :
" Some Thoughts about Ancestor-Worship."
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short in their prime were not really dead and

were eager to be back again in our midst and

complete their career ? If we could follow

with our eyes all that is happening in the

spiritual world that rises above us on every

side, we should no doubt see that it is the

same with the moral force that seems to be

lost on the field of slaughter. It knows

where to go, it knows its goal, it does not

hesitate. All that our wonderful dead re-

linquish they bequeath to us ; and, when

they die for us, they leave us their lives not

in any strained, metaphorical sense, but in a

very real and direct way. Virtue goes out

of every man who falls while performing a

deed of glory ; and that virtue drops down

upon us ; and nothing of him is lost and

nothing evaporates in the shock of a prema-

ture end. He gives us in one solitary and

mighty stroke what he would have given us

in a long life of duty and love. Death does

not injure life ; it is powerless against it.

Life's aggregate never changes. What death

takes from those who fall enters into those

who are left standing. The number of
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lamps grows less, but the flame rises higher.

Death is in no wise the gainer so long as

there are living men. The more it exercises

its ravages, the more it increases the in-

tensity of that which it cannot touch ; the

more it pursues its phantom victories, the

better does it prove to us that man will end

by conquering death.
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IN MEMORIAM

THOSE who die for their country should

not be numbered with the dead. We
must call them by another name. They have

nothing in common with those who end in

their beds a life that is worn out, a life

almost always too long and often useless.

Death, which every elsewhere is but the

object of fear and horror, bringing naught

but nothingness and despair, this death, on

the field of battle, in the clash of glory,

becomes more beautiful than birth and

exhales a grace greater than that of love.

No life will ever give what their youth is

offering us, that youth which gives in one

moment the days and the years that lay

before it. There is no sacrifice to be com-

pared with that which they have made ; for

which reason there is no glory that can soar

so high as theirs, no gratitude that can
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surpass the gratitude which we owe them.

They have not only a right to the foremost

place in our memories : they have a right to

all our memories and to everything that we

are, since we exist only through them.

And now it is in us that their life, so

suddenly cut short, must resume its course.

Whatever be our faith and whatever the God
whom it adores, one thing is almost certain

and, in spite of all appearances, is daily

becoming more certain : it is that death and

life are commingled ; the dead and the living

alike are but moments, hardly dissimilar, of a

single and innnite existence and members of

one immortal family. They are not beneath

the earth, in the depths of their tombs ; they

lie deep in our hearts, where all that they

once were will continue to live and to act
;

and they live in us even as we die in them.

They see us, they understand us more

nearly than when they were in our arms ; let

us then keep a watch upon ourselves, so that

they witness no actions and hear no words

but words and actions that shall be worthy

of them.
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SUPERNATURAL COMMUNICA-
TIONS IN WAR-TIME

IN a volume entitled The Unknown Guest,

published not long ago, among other

essays I devoted one in particular ^ to certain

phenomena of intuition : clairvoyance or clair-

audience, vision at great distances and even

vision of the future. These phenomena were

grouped together under the somewhat un-

suitable and none too well-constructed title

of " psychometry,'* which, to borrow Dr.

Maxwell's excellent definition, is " the faculty

possessed by certain persons of placing

themselves in relation, either spontaneously

or, for the most part, through the inter-

mediary of some object, with unknown and

often very distant things and people."

^ Chap. ii. :
" Psychometry."

173



The Wrack of the Storm

The existence of this faculty is no longer

seriously denied by any one who has paid

some little attention to metapsychics ; and

it is easily verified by those who will take

the necessary trouble, for its possessors,

though few in number, are not inaccessible.

It has been the subject of many experiments

and of a few treatises, among which I will

name one by M. Duchatel, Enquete sur des

cas de psychometrie^ and Dr. Osty's recent

book, Lucidite et intuition^ which is the most

complete and searching work that we have

hitherto had upon this question.

It is one of the most curious faculties

of our subconsciousness and doubtless

contains the clue to many of those mani-

festations which appear to proceed from

another world. Let us see, with the aid

of a living example, how it is employed.

One of the best mediums of this class

is a lady to whom I have referred, in The

Unknown Guest, as Mme. M. Her visitor

gives her an object of some kind that has

belonged to or been touched or handled

by the person about whom he proposes to

174



The Supernatural in War-time

question her. Mme. M. operates in a state

of trance ; but there are other celebrated

psychometers who retain all their normal

consciousness, so that the hypnotic or som-

nambulistic state is not, generally speaking,

by any means indispensable when we wish

to arouse this extraordinary clairvoyance.

After placing the object, usually a letter,

in the medium's hands, you say to her :

" I wish you to put yourself in com-

munication with the writer of this letter,"

or "the owner of this article," as the case

may be.

Forthwith the medium not only perceives

the person in question, his physical appear-

ance, his character, his habits, his interests,

his state of health, but also, in a series of

swift and changing visions that follow one

another like the pictures of a cinematograph,

sees and describes exactly that person's

environment, the surrounding country, the

rooms in which he lives, the people who

live with him and who wish him well or

ill, the mentality and the most secret and

unexpected intentions of all the various
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characters that figure in his existence. If

by means of your questions you direct her

towards the past, she traces the whole course

of the subject's history. If you turn her

towards the future, she seems often to

discover it as clearly as the past. But here

we must make certain reservations. We
are entering upon forbidden tracts ; errors

are almost the rule and proper supervision

is all but impossible. It is better therefore

not to venture into those dangerous regions.

Pending fuller investigation of the question,

we may say that the foretelling of the future,

when it claims to cover a definite space of

time, is nearly always illusory. There is

scarcely any accuracy of vision, except when

the events concerned are very near at hand,

already developing or actually being con-

summated ; and it then becomes difficult

to distinguish it from presentiments, which

in their turn are rarely true except where

the immediate future is concerned. To sum

up, in the present state of our experience,

we observe that what the psychometers and

clairvoyants foretell us possesses a certain
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value and some chance of proving correct

only in so far as they put into words our

own forebodings, forebodings which again

may be quite unknown to us and which

they discover deep down in our subconscious-

ness. They confine themselves—I speak of

the genuine mediums—to bringing to light

and revealing to us our unconscious and

personal intuition of an event that is hanging

over us. But, when they venture to pre-

dict a general event, such as the result of

a war, an epidemic, an earthquake, which

does not interest ourselves exclusively or

which is too remote to come within the

somewhat limited scope of our intuition,

they almost invariably deceive themselves

and us.

It is very difficult to fathom the nature

of this intuition. Does it relate to events

partly or wholly realized, but still in a

latent state and perceived before the know-
ledge of them reaches us through the normal

channels of the mind or brain ? Does our

ever-watchful instinct of self-preservation

notice causes or traces which escape our
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ever-inattentive and slumbering reason ?

Are we to believe in a sort of autosuggestion

that induces us to realize things which we

have been foretold or of which we have had

presentiments ? This is not the place to

examine so complex a problem, which brings

us into contact with all the mysteries of

subconsciousness and the preexistence of

the future.

There remains another point to which it

is well to draw attention in order to avoid

misunderstanding and disappointment. Ex-

perience shows us that the medium perceives

the person in question quite clearly, in his

present and usual state, but not necessarily

in the exact accidental state of the moment.

She will tell you, for instance, that she sees

him ailing slightly, lying in a deck-chair

in a garden of such and such a kind, sur-

rounded by certain flowers and petting a

dog of a certain size and breed. On en-

quiring, you will find that all these details

are strictly correct, with one exception, that

at that precise moment this person, who

ordinarily spends his time in the garden,
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was inside his house or calling on a neigh-

bour. Mistakes in time therefore are com-

paratively frequent and simultaneity between

action and vision comparatively rare. In

short, the habitual action often masks the

accidental action. This, I insist, is a point

of which we must not lose sight, lest we

ask of psychometry more than it is obviously

able to give us.

Having said so much, is it open to us,

amid all the mental anguish and suffering

which this terrible war has engendered, with-

out profaning the sorrow of our fellow-men

and women, to give to those who are in

mortal fear as to the fate of one they love

the hope of finding, among those curious,

extrahuman phenomena which have been so

unjustly and falsely disparaged, a consoling

gleam of light that shall not be a mere

mockery or delusion ? I venture to declare

—and I am doing so not thoughtlessly, but

after studying the problem with all the con-

scientious attention which it demands and
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after personally making a number of experi-

ments or causing them to be made under

my supervision—I venture to declare, with-

out for a moment losing sight of the respect

due to grief, that we possess here, in these

indisputable cases where no normal mode of

communication is possible, a strange but real

and serious source of information and com-

fort. I could mention a large number of

tests that have been made so to speak before

my eyes by absolutely trustworthy relatives

or friends. As my space is limited, 1 will

relate only one, which typifies and sum-

marizes all the others very fairly.

A mother had three sons at the front.

She heard regularly from the eldest and the

second ; but for some weeks the youngest,

who was in the Belgian trenches, where the

fighting was very fierce, had given no sign

of life. Wild with anxiety, she was already

mourning him as dead when her friends

advised her to consult Mme. M. The
medium consoled her with the first words

that she spoke and told her that she saw her

son wounded, but in no danger whatever,
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that he was hi a sort of shed fitted up as a

hospital, that he was being very well looked

after by people who spoke a different

language, that for the time being he was

unable to write, which was a great worry to

him, but that she would receive a letter from

him in a few days. The mother did, in fact,

receive a card from this son a few days later,

worded a little stifHy and curtly and written

in an unnatural hand, telling her that all was

well and that he was in good health. Greatly

relieved, she dismissed the matter from her

mind, merely said to herself that of course

the medium, like all mediums, had been

wrong, and thought no more of it. But two

or three messages following on the first, all

couched in short, stilted phrases, which

seemed to be hiding something, ended by

alarming her, so much so that she was unable

to bear the strain any longer and entreated

her son to tell her the whole truth, whatever

it might be. He then admitted that he had

been wounded, though not seriously, adding

that he was in a sort of shed fitted up as a

hospital, Vv'here he was being capitally looked
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after by English doctors and nurses, in short,

just as the medium had seen him.

I repeat, mediumistic experience can show

other instances of this kind. If it stood

alone, it would be valueless, for it might

well be explained by mere coincidence. But

it forms part of a very normal series ; and I

could easily enumerate many others within

my own knowledge. This, however, would

merely mean repeating, with uninterest-

ing variations, the essential features of the

present case, a proceeding for which there

would be no excuse save in a technical

work.

Is success then practically certain ? Yes,

rash and surprising though the statement may

seem, mistakes upon the whole are very rare,

provided that the medium be carefully chosen

and that the object serving as an intermediary

have not passed through too many hands, for

it will contain and reveal as many distinct

personalities as it has undergone contacts.

It will be necessary therefore first to elimin-

ate all these accessory personalities, so as to

fix the medium's attention solely on the
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subject of the consultation. On the other

hand, we must beware of calling for details

which the nature of the medium's vision does

not allow her to give us. If asked, for

instance, about a soldier who is a prisoner in

Germany, she will see the soldier in question

very plainly, will perceive his state of health

and mind, the manner in which he is treated,

his companions, the fortress or group of huts

in which he is interned, the appearance of

the camp, of the town, of the surrounding

district ; but she will very seldom indeed be

able to mention the name of the camp, town

or district. In fact, she can describe only

what she sees ; and, unless the town or camp

have a board bearing its name, there will be

nothing to enable her to identify it with

sufficient accuracy. Let us add, lastly, that,

with mediums in a state of trance, who are

not conscious of what they are saying, we

are exposed to terrible shocks. If they see

death, they announce the fact bluntly, with-

out suspecting that they are in the presence

of a horror-stricken mother, wife or sister,

so much so that, in the case of Mme. M.
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particularly, it has been found necessary to

take certain precautions to obviate any such

shock.

Now what is the nature of this strange

and incredible faculty ? In the book which

I mentioned at the beginning of this article,

I tried to examine the different theories that

suggested themselves. The argument, un-

fortunately, is infinitely too long to be

republished here, even if I were to compress

it ruthlessly. I will give merely a brief

summary of the conclusions, or rather of

the attempted conclusions, for the mystery,

like most of the world's mysteries, is pro-

bably unfathomable. After dismissing the

spiritualistic theory, which implies the inter-

vention of the dead or of discarnate entities

and is not as ridiculous as the profane would

think, but which nothing hitherto has ade-

quately confirmed, we may reasonably ask

ourselves first of all whether this faculty

exists in us or in the medium. Does it

simply decipher, as is probably the case
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where the future is concerned, the latent

ideas, knowledge and certainties which we

bear within us, or does it alone, of its own

initiative and independently of us, perceive

what it reveals to us ? Experience seems

to show that we must adopt the latter

hypothesis, for the vision appears just as

distinctly when the illuminating object is

brought by a third person who knows

nothing and has never heard of the individual

to whom the object once belonged. It seems

therefore almost certain that the strange

virtue is contained solely in the object itself,

which is somehow galvanized by a comple-

mentary virtue in the medium. This being

so, we must presume that the object, having

absorbed like a sponge a portion of the spirit

of the person who touched it, remains in

constant communication with him, or, more

probably, that it serves to track out, among

the prodigious throng of human beings, the

one who impregnated it with his fluid, even

as the dogs employed by the police—at least,

so we are told—when given an article of

clothing to smell, are able to distinguish,
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among innumerable cross trails, that of the

man who used to wear the garment in

question. It seems more and more certain

that, as cells of one vast organism, we are

connected with everything that exists by an

infinitely intricate network of waves, vibra-

tions, influences, currents and fluids, all

nameless, numberless and unbroken. Nearly

always, in nearly all men, everything trans-

mitted by these invisible threads falls into

the depths of the subconsciousness and

passes unperceived, which is not the same as

saying that it remains inactive. But some-

times an exceptional circumstance, such as,

in the present case, the marvellous sensibility

of a first-rate medium, suddenly reveals to

us the existence of the infinite living network

by the vibrations and the undeniable opera-

tion of one of its threads.

All this, I agree, sounds incredible, but

really it is hardly any more so than the

wonders of radioactivity, of the Hertzian

waves, of photography, electricity or hypno-

tism, or of generation, which condenses into

a single particle all the physical, moral and
1 86
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intellectual past and future of thousands of

creatures. Our life would be reduced to

something very small indeed if we deliber-

ately dismissed from it all that our under-

standing is unable to embrace.
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EDITH CAVELL^

TO-DAY, in honouring the memory of

Miss Edith Cavellj we honour not only

the heroine who fell in the midst of her

labours of love and piety, we honour also

those, wherever they may be, who have

accomplished or will yet accomplish the same

sacrifice and who are ready, in like circum-

stances, to face a like death.

We are told by Thucydides that the

Athenians of the age of Pericles—who, to

the honour of humanity be it said, had

nothing in common with the Athenians of

to-day—were accustomed, each winter during

their great war, to celebrate at the cost of the

State the obsequies of those who had perished

^ Delivered in Paris, at the Trocad^ro, i8 December

1915.
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in the recent campaign. The bones of the

dead, arranged according to their tribes, were

exhibited under a tent and honoured for

three days. In the midst of this host of the

known dead stood an empty bed, covered

with tapestry and dedicated to " the In-

visible," that is, to those whose bodies it had

been impossible to recover. Let us too,

before all else, in the quiet of this hall,

where none but almost religious words may

be heard, raise in our midst such an altar, a

sacred and mysterious altar, to the invisible

heroines of this war, that is to say, to all

those who have died an obscure death and

have left no traces and also to those who are

yet living, whose sacrifices and sufferings

will never be told. Here, with the eyes of

the spirit, let us gaze upon all the heroic

deeds of which we know ; but let us reserve

an honoured place for those, incompar-

ably more numerous and perhaps more

beautiful, of which we as yet know nothing

and, above all, for those of which we shall

never know, for glory has its injustices even

as death has its fatalities.
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Yet it is hardly probable that among these

sacrifices we shall discern any more admirable

than that of Miss Edith Cavell. I need not

recall the circumstances of her death, for

they are well-known to everybody and will

never be forgotten. Destiny left nothing

undone for the purest glory to emerge from

the deepest shadow. In the depths of that

shadow it concentrated all imaginable hatred,

horror, villainy, cowardice and infamy, so

that all pity, all innocent courage and mercy,

all well-doing and all sweet charity might

shine forth above it, as though to show us

how low men may sink and how high a

woman can rise, as though its express and

visible intention had been to trace, with a

single gesture, amid all the sorrows and the

rare beauties of this war, an outstanding and

incomparable example which should at the

same time be an immortal and consoling

symbol.
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And one would say that destiny had taken

pains to make this symbol as truthful and

as general as possible. It did not select

a dazzling and warlike heroine, as it would

have done in the days of old : a Judith, a

Lucretia, nor even a Joan of Arc. There

was no need of resounding words, of splendid

raiment, of tragic attitudes and accessories, of

an imposing background. The beauty which

we find so touching has grown simpler ; it

makes less stir and wins closer to our heart.

And this is why destiny sought out in

obscurity a little hospital nurse, one of many

thousands of others. The sight of her un-

pretentious portrait does not tell one whether

she was rich or poor, a humble member of

the middle classes or a great lady. She

would pass unnoticed anywhere until the

hour of trial, when glory recognizes its

elect ; and it seems as though goodness

had almost effaced the individual contours

of her face, so that it might the more

closely resemble the pensive and sad, smi-
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ling faces of all the good women in the

world.

Beneath those features one might indeed

have read the hidden devotion and quiet

heroism of all the women who do their duty,

that is, of those whom we see about us

day by day, working, hoping, keeping vigil,

solacing and succouring others, wearing

themselves out uncomplainingly, suffering in

secret and mourning their dead in silence.

4

She passed like a flash of light which for

one moment illumined that vast and in-

numerable multitude, confirming our con-

fidence and our admiration. She has added

a final beauty to the great revelations of this

war ; for the war, which has taught us many
things that will never fade from our memory,
has above all revealed us to ourselves. In

the first days of the terrible ordeal, we
did not know for certain how men and

women would comport themselves. In vain

did we interrogate the past, hoping thereby
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to learn something of the future. There

was no past that would serve for a comparison.

Our eyes were drawn back to the present
;

and we closed them, full of uneasiness. In

what condition should we find ourselves

facing duty, sacrifice, suffering and death,

after so many years of peace, well-being and

pleasure, of heedlessness and moral indiffer-

ence ? What had been the vast and invisible

journey of the human conscience and of those

secret forces which are the whole of man,

during this long respite, when they had

never been called upon to confront fate ?

Were they asleep, were they weakened or lost,

would they respond to the call of destiny, or

had they sunk so deep that they would never

recover the energy to ascend to the surface

of life ? There was a moment of anguish

and silence ; and lo, suddenly, in the midst

of this anguish and silence, the most splendid

response, the most magnificent cry of resur-

rection, of righteousness, of heroism and

sacrifice that the earth has ever heard since it

began to roll along the paths of space and

time 1 They were still there, the ideal
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forces ! They were mounting upward, on

every side, from the depths of all those

swiftly-assembling souls, not merely intact

but more than ever radiant, more than

ever pure, more numerous and mightier

than ever ! To the amazement of all

of us, who possessed them without know-

ing it, they had increased in strength

and stature while apparently neglected and

forgotten.

To-day there is no longer any doubt.

We may expect all things and hope all things

from the men and the women who have

surmounted this long and grievous trial. If

the heroism displayed by man on the battle-

field has never been comparable with that

which is being lavished at this moment, we

may also say of the women that their heroism

is even more beyond comparison. We knew

that a certain number of men were capable of

giving their lives for their country, for their

faith or for a generous ideal ; but we did not

realize that all would wrestle with death for

endless months, in great unanimous masses
;

and above all we did not imagine, or perhaps
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we had to some extent forgotten, since the

days of the great martyrs, that woman was

ready with the same gift of self, the same

patience, the same sacrifices, the same great-

ness of soul and was about—less perhaps

in blood than in tears, for it is always on her

that sorrow ends by falling— to prove herself

the rival and the peer of man.
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THE LIFE OF THE DEAD

THE other day I went to see a woman
whom I knew before the war—she

was happy then—and who had lost her only

son in one of the battles in the Argonne.

She was a widow, almost a poor woman
;

and, now that this son, her pride and her joy,

was no more, she no longer had any reason

for living. I hesitated to knock at her door.

Was I not about to witness one of those

hopeless griefs at whose feet all words fall to

the ground like shameful and insulting lies ?

Which of us to-day is not familiar with

these mournful interviews, this dismal duty ?

To my great astonishment, she offered me
her hand with a kindly smile. Her eyes, to

which I hardly dared raise my own, were

free of tears.
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" You have come to speak about him,"

she said, in a cheerful tone ; and it was as

though her voice had grown younger.

" Alas, yes ! I had heard of your sorrow
;

and I have come . .
."

" Yes, I too believed that my unhappiness

was irreparable ; but now I know that he is

not dead."

" What ! He is not dead ? Do you mean

that the news . . . ? But I thought that the

body . .
."

" Yes, his body is down there ; and I have

even a photograph of his grave. Let me
show it to you. See, that cross on the left,

the fourth cross : that is where he is lying.

One of his friends, who buried him, sent me
this card and gave me all the details. He
did not suffer any pain. There was not

even a death-struggle. And he has told me
so himself. He is quite astonished that

death should be so easy, so slight a thing. . . .

You do not understand ? Yes, I see what it

is : you are just as I used to be, as all the

others are. I do not explain the matter to

the others ; what would be the use ? They
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do not wish to understand. But you, you

will understand. He is more alive than he

ever was ; he is free and happy. He does

just as he likes. He tells me that one cannot

imagine what a release death is, what a weight

it removes from you, nor the joy which it

brings. He comes to see me when I call him.

He loves especially to come in the evening
;

and we chat as we used to do. He has not

altered ; he is just as he was on the day

when he went away, only younger, stronger,

handsomer. We have never been happier,

more united, nearer to one another. He
divines my thoughts before I utter them.

He knows everything ; he sees everything
;

but he cannot tell me everything he knows.

He maintains that I must be wanting to

follow him and that I must wait for my
hour. And, while I wait, we are living in

happiness greater than that which was ours

before the war, a happiness which nothing

can ever trouble again. . .
."

Those about her pitied the poor woman
;

and, as she did not weep, as she was gay and

smiling, they believed her mad.
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Was she as mad as they thought ? At the

present moment, the great questions of the

world beyond the grave are pressing upon us

from every side. It is probable that, since

the world began, there have never been so

many dead as now. The empire of death

was never so mighty, so terrible ; it is for us

to defend and enlarge the empire of life. In

the presence of this mother, which are right

and which are wrong, those who are con-

vinced that their dead are for ever swept out

of existence, or those who are persuaded that

their dead do not cease to live, who believe that

they see them and hear them ? Do we know

what it is that dies in our dead, or even

if anything dies ? Whatever our religious

faith may be, there is at any rate one place

where they cannot die. That place is within

ourselves ; and, if this unhappy mother went

beyond the truth, she was yet nearer to it

than those despairing ones who nourish the

mournful certainty that nothing survives of

those whom they loved. She felt too keenly
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what we do not feel keenly enough. She

remembered too much ; and we do not know
how to remember. Between the two errors

there is room for a great truth ; and, if we

have to choose, hers is the error towards

which we should lean. Let us learn to

acquire through reason that which a wise

madness bestowed on her. Let us learn

from her to live with our dead and to live

with them without sadness and without

terror. They do not ask for tears, but for a

happy and confident affection. Let us learn

from her to resuscitate those whom we regret.

She called to hers, while we repulse ours
;

we are afraid of them and are surprised that

they lose heart and pale and fade away and

leave us for ever. They need love as much

as do the living. They die, not at the

moment when they sink into the grave, but

gradually as they sink into oblivion ; and it

is oblivion alone that makes the separation

irrevocable. We should not allow it to heap

itself above them. It would be enough to

vouchsafe them each day a single one of

those thoughts which we bestow uncounted
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upon so many useless objects : they would

no longer think of leaving us ; they would

remain around us and we should no longer

understand what a tomb is, for there is no

tomb, however deep, whose stone may not

be raised and whose dust dispersed by a

thought.

There would be no difference between the

living and the dead if we but knew how to

remember. There would be no more dead.

The best of what they were dwells with us

after fate has taken them from us ; all their

past is ours ; and it is wider than the present,

more certain than the future. Material pre-

sence is not everything in this world ; and

we can dispense with it without despairing.

We do not mourn those who live in lands

which we shall never visit, because we know
that it depends on us whether we go to find

them. Let it be the same with our dead.

Instead of believing that they have disap-

peared never to return, tell yourselves that

they are in a country to which you yourself

will assuredly go soon, a country not so

very far away. And, while waiting for the
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time when you will go there once and for all,

you may visit them in thought as easily as if

they were still in a region inhabited by the

living. The memory of the dead is even

more alive than that of the living ; it is as

though they were assisting our memory, as

though they, on their side, were making a

mysterious effort to join hands with us on

ours. One feels that they are far more

powerful than the absent who continue to

breathe as we do.

3

Try then to recall those whom you have

lost, before it is too late, before they have

gone too far ; and you will see that they will

come much closer to your heart, that they

will belong to you more truly, that they are

as real as when they were in the flesh. In

putting off this last, they have but discarded

the moments in which they loved us least or

in which we did not love at all. Now they

are pure ; they are clothed only in the fairest

hours of life ; they no longer possess faults,

littlenesses, oddities ; they can no longer
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fall away, or deceive themselves, or give

us pain. They care for nothing now but

to smile upon us, to encompass us with

love, to bring us a happiness drawn with-

out stint from a past which they live again

beside us.
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XIX

THE WAR AND THE PROPHETS

AT the end of an essay occurring in The

Unknown Guest and entitled, The Know-

ledge of the Future^ in which I examined a

certain number of phenomena relating to the

anticipatory perception of events, such as

presentiments, premonitions, precognitions,

predictions, etc., I concluded in nearly the

following terms :

"To sum up, if it is difficult for us to

conceive that the future preexists, perhaps

it is just as difficult for us to understand

that it does not exist ; moreover, many facts

tend to prove that it is as real and definite

and has, both in time and eternity, the same

permanence and the same vividness as the

past. Now, from the moment that it pre-
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exists, it is not surprising that we should be

able to know it ; it is even astonishing,

granted that it overhangs us from every

side, that we should not discover it oftener

and more easily."

Above all is it astonishing and almost in-

conceivable that this universal war, the most

stupendous catastrophe that has overwhelmed

humanity since the origin of things, should

not, while it was approaching, bearing in its

womb innumerable woes which were about

to affect almost every one of us, have thrown

upon us more plainly, from the recesses of

those days in which it was making ready, its

menacing shadow. One would think that it

ought to have overcast the whole horizon

of the future, even as it will overcast the

whole horizon of the past. A secret of such

weight, suspended in time, ought surely to

have weighed upon all our lives ; and pre-

sentiments or revelations should have arisen

on every hand. There was none of these.

We lived and moved without uneasiness

beneath the disaster which, from year to
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year, from day to day, from hour to hour,

was descending upon the world ; and we

perceived it only when it touched our heads.

True, it was more or less foreseen by our

reason ; but our reason hardly believed in

it ; and besides I am not for the moment

speaking of the inductions of the under-

standing, which are always uncertain and

which are resigned beforehand to the ca-

pricious contradictions which they are daily

accustomed to receive from facts.

But I repeat, beside or above these in-

ductions of our everyday logic, in the less

familiar domain of supernatural intuitions, of

divination, prediction or prophecy properly

so-called, we find that there was practically

nothing to warn us of the vast peril. This

does not mean that there was any lack of

predictions or prophecies collected after the

event ; these number, it appears, no fewer

than eighty-three ; but none of them, ex-

cepting those of L^on Sonrel and the Rector
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of Ars, which we will examine in a moment,

is worthy of serious discussion. I shall

therefore mention, by way of a reminder,

only the most widely known ; and, first of all,

the famous prophecy of Mayence or Stras-

burg, which is supposed to have been dis-

covered by a certain Jecker in an ancient con-

vent founded near Mayence by St. Hildegard,

of which the original text could not be found

and of which no one until lately had ever

heard. Then there is another prophecy of

Mayence or Fiensberg, published in the Neue

Metaphysische Rundschau of Berlin in Febru-

ary 1 912, in which the end of the German

Empire is announced for the year 1913.

Next, we have various predictions uttered

by Mme. de Thebes, by Dom Bosco,

by the Blessed Andrew Bobola, by Kor-

zenicki the Polish monk, by Tolstoy, by

Brother Hermann and so on, which are even

less interesting ; and, lastly, the prophecy of

" Brother Johannes," published by M. Jose-

phin Peladan in the Figaro of 16 Septem-

ber 1 9 14, which contains no evidence of

genuineness and must therefore meanwhile
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be regarded merely as an ingenious literary

conceit.

3

All these, on examination, leave but a

worthless residuum ; but the prophecies of

the Rector of Ars and of L6on Sonrel are

more curious and worthy of a moment's

attention.

Father Jean-Baptiste Vianney, Rector of

Ars, was, as everybody knows, a very saintly

priest, who appears to have been endowed

with extraordinary mediumistic faculties.

The prophecy in question was made public

in 1862, three years after the miracle-

worker's death, and was confirmed by a

letter which Mgr. Perriet addressed to the

Very Rev. Dom Gr6a on the 24th of February

1908. Moreover it was printed, as far back

as 1872, in a collection entitled, Voix pro-

phetiques ou signeSy apparitions et predictions

modernes. It therefore has an incontestable

date. I pass over the part relating to the

war of 1870, which does not offer the

same safeguards ; but I give that which
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concerns the present war, quoting from the

1872 text :

" The enemies will not go altogether
;

they will return again and destroy everything

upon their passage ; we shall not resist them,

but will allow them to advance ; and, after

that, we shall cut off their provisions and

make them suffer great losses. They will

retreat towards their country ; we shall follow

them and there will be hardly any who re-

turn home. Then we shall take back all

that they took from us and much more."

As for the date of the event, it is stated

definitely and rather strikingly in these

words :

"They will want to canonize me, but

there will not be time."

Now the preliminaries to the canonization

of the Rector of Ars were begun in July

1 9 1 4, but abandoned because of the war.

4

I now come to the Sonrel prediction. I

will summarize it as briefly as possible from
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the admirable article which M. de Vesme

devoted to it in the Annales des Sciences

Tsychiques}

On the 3rd of June 1914—observe the

date—Professor Charles Richet handed M.
de Vesme, from Dr. Am^dee Tardieu, a

manuscript of which the following is the

substance : on the 23rd or 24th of July 1869,

Dr. Tardieu was strolling in the gardens of

the Luxembourg with his friend L6on Sonrel,

a former pupil of the Higher Normal School

and teacher of natural philosophy at the

Paris Observatory, when the latter had a

kind of vision in the course of which he

predicted various precise and actual episodes

of the war of 1870, such as the collection on

behalf of the wounded at the moment of de-

parture and the amount of the sum collected

in the soldiers' kepis ; incidents of the jour-

ney to the frontier ; the battle of Sedan, the

rout of the French, the civil war, the siege

of Paris, his own death, the birth of a post-

humous child, the doctor's political career

and so on : predictions all of which were

^ August, September and October 1915.
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verified, as is attested by numerous witnesses

who are worthy of the fullest credence. But

I will pass over this part of the story and

consider only that portion which refers to

the present war :

" I have been waiting for two years," to

quote the text of Dr. Tardieu's manuscript

of the 3rd of June, "I have been waiting for

two years for the sequel of the prediction

which you are about to read. I omit every-

thing that concerns my friend L6on's family

and my own private affairs. Yet there is in

my life at this moment a personal matter,

which, as always happens, agrees too closely

with general occurrences for me to be able to

doubt what follows :

" ^ O my God ! My country is lost

:

France is dead ! . . . What a disaster ! . . .

Ah, see, she is saved ! She extends to the

Rhine ! O France, O my beloved country,

you are triumphant
;
you are the queen ot

nations ! . . . Your genius shines forth

over the world. . . . All the earth wonders

at you. . . .
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These are the words contained in the

document written at the Mont-Dore on

the 3rd and handed to M. de Vesme on the

13th of June 1 914, at a moment when no

one was thinking of the terrible war which

to-day is ravaging half the world.

When questioned, after the declaration

of war, by M. de Vesme on the subject

of the prophetic phrase, " I have been

waiting for two years for the sequel of

the prediction which you are about to

read," Dr. Tardieu replied, on the 12th of

August :

" I had been waiting for two years ; and

I will tell you why. My friend Leon did

not name the year, but the more general

events are described simultaneously with the

events of my own life. Now the events

which concern me privately and which

were doubtful two years ago became certain

in April or May last. My friends know

that since May last I have been announ-

cing war as due before September, basing

my prediction on coincidences with events in

my private life of which 1 do not speak."

219



The Wrack of the Storm

5

These, up to the present, are the only

prophecies known to us that deserve any

particular attention. The prediction in

both is timid and laconic ; but, in those

regions where the least gleam of light

assumes extraordinary importance, it is not

to be neglected. I admit, for the rest,

that there has so far been no time to carry

out a serious enquiry on this point, but

I should be greatly surprised if any such

enquiry gave positive results and if it did

not allow us to state hat the gigantic event,

as a whole, as a general event, was neither

foreseen nor divined. On the other hand,

we shall probably learn, when the enquiry is

completed, that hundreds of deaths, accidents,

wounds and cases of individual ruin and

misfortune included in the great disaster

were predicted by clairvoyants, by mediums,

by dreams and by every other manner of

premonition with a definiteness sufficient to

eliminate any kind of doubt. I have said

elsewhere what I think of individual pre-
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dictions of this kind, which seem to be no

more than the reading of the presentiments

which we carry within us, presentiments

which themselves, in the majority of cases,

are but the perception, by the as yet im-

perfectly known senses of our subconscious-

ness, of events in course of formation or

in process of realization which escape the

attention of our understanding. However,

it would still remain to be explained how a

wholly accidental death or wound could be

perceived by these subliminal senses as an

event in course of formation. In any case,

it would once more be confirmed, after this

great test, that the knowledge of the future,

so soon as it ceases to refer to a strictly

personal fact and one, moreover, not at

all remote, is always illusory, or rather

impossible.

Apart then from these strictly personal

cases, which for the moment we will agree

to set aside, it appears more than ever certain

that there is no communication betweeu

ourselves and the vast store of events which

have not yet occurred and which nevertheless
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seem already to exist at some place, where

they await the hour to advance upon us, or

rather the moment when we shall pass before

them. As for the exceptional and precarious

infiltrations which belong not merely to the

present that is still unknown, veiled or dis-

guised, but really to the future, apart from

the two which we have just examined, which

are inconclusive, I, for my part, know of but

four or five that appear to be rigorously

verified ; and these I have discussed in the

essay which I have already mentioned. For

that matter, they have no bearing upon the

present war. They are, when all is said, so

exceptional that they do not prove much ; at

the most, they seem to confirm the idea that

a store exists filled with future events as real,

as distinct and as immutable as those of the

past ; and they allow us to hope that there

are paths leading thither which as yet we do

not know, but which it will not be for ever

impossible to discover.
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THE WILL OF EARTH

TO-DAY'S conflict is but a revival of

that which has not ceased to drench the

west of Europe in blood since the historical

birth of the continent. The two chief

episodes in this conflict, as we all know,

are the invasion of Roman Gaul, including

the north of Italy, by the Franks and the

successive conquests of England by the

Anglo-Saxons and the Normans. Without

delaying to consider questions of race, which

are complex, uncertain and always open to

discussion, we may, regarding the matter

from another aspect, perceive in the persist-

ency and the bitterness of this conflict the

clash of two wills, of which one or the other

succumbs for a moment, only to rise up
again with increased energy and obstinacy.
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On the one hand is the will of earth or

nature, which, in the human species as in

all others, openly favours brute or physical

force ; and on the other hand is the will of

humanity, or at least of a portion of human-

ity, which seeks to establish the empire of

other more subtle and less animal forces. It

is incontestable that hitherto the former has

always won the day. But it is equally in-

contestable that its victory has always been

only apparent and of brief duration. It has

regularly suffered defeat in its very triumph.

Gaul, invaded and overrun, presently absorbs

her victor, even as England little by little

transforms her conquerors. On the morrow

of victory, the instruments of the will of

earth turn upon her and arm the hand of

the vanquished. It is probable that the

same phenomenon would recur once more

to-day, were events to follow the course

prescribed by destiny. Germany, after

crushing and enslaving the greater part of

Europe, after driving her back and burdening

her with innumerable woes, would end by

turning against the will which she represents
;
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and that will, which until to-day had always

found in this race a docile tool and its

favourite accomplices, would be forced to

seek these elsewhere, a task less easy than

of old.

But now, to the amazement of all those

who will one day consider them in cold

blood, events are suddenly ascending the

irresistible current and, for the first time

since we have been in a position to observe

it, the adverse will is encountering an un-

expected and insurmountable resistance. If

this resistance, as we can now no longer doubt,

maintains itself victoriously to the end, there

will never perhaps have been such a sudden

change in the history of mankind ; for man
will have gained, over the will of earth or

nature or fatality, a triumph infinitely more
significant, more heavily fraught with con-

sequences and perhaps more decisive than

all those which, in other provinces, appear to

have crowned his efforts more brilliantly.

Let us not then be surprised that this
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resistance should be stupendous, or that it

should be prolonged beyond anything that

our experience of wars has taught us to

expect. It was our prompt and easy defeat

that was written in the annals of destiny. We
had t against us all the fDrce accumulated

since the birth of Europe. We have to set

history revolving in the reverse direction. We
are on the point of succeeding ; and, if

it be true that intelligent beings watch us

from the vantage-point of other worlds, they

will assuredly witness the most curious

spectacle that our planet has offered them

since they discovered it amid the dust of

stars that glitters in space around it. They

must be telling themselves in amazement

that the ancient and fundamental laws of

earth are suddenly being transgressed.

3

Suddenly ? That is going too far. This

transgression of a lower law, which was no

longer of the stature of mankind, had been

preparing for a very long time ; but it was
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within an ace of being hideously punished.

It succeeded only by the aid of a part of

those who formerly swelled the great wave

which they are to-day resisting by our side,

as though something in the history of the

world or the plans of destiny had altered
;

or rather as though we ourselves had at last

succeeded in altering that something and in

modifying laws to which until this day we

were wholly subject.

But it must not be thought that the con-

flict will end with the victory. The deep-

seated forces of earth will not be at once dis-

armed ; for a long time to come the invisible

war will be waged under the reign of peace.

If we are not careful, victory may even be

more disastrous to us than defeat. For

defeat, indeed, like previous defeats, would

have been merely a victory postponed. It

would have absorbed, exhausted, dispersed the

enemy, by scattering him about the world,

whereas our victory will bring upon us a two-

fold peril. It will leave the enemy in a state

of savage isolation in which, thrown back

upon himself, cramped, purified by mis-
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fortune and poverty, he will secretly reinforce

his formidable virtues, while we, for our part,

no longer held in check by his unbearable

but salutary menace, will give rein to

failings and vices which sooner or later will

place us at his mercy. Before thinking of

peace, then, we must make sure of the future

and render it powerless to injure us. We
cannot take too many precautions, for we

are setting ourselves against the manifest

desire of the power that bears us.

This is why our efforts are difficult and

worthy of praise. We are setting ourselves

—we cannot too often repeat it—against the

will of earth. Our enemies are urged

forward by a force that drives us back.

They are marching with nature, whereas we

are striving against the great current that

sweeps the globe. The earth has an idea,

which is no longer ours. She remains con-

vinced that man is an animal in all things

like other animals. She has not yet observed

that he is withdrawing himself from the herd.

She does not yet know that he has climbed

her highest mountain-peaks. She has not
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yet heard tell of justice, pity, loyalty and

honour ; she does not realize what they are,

or confounds them with weakness, clumsi-

ness, fear and stupidity. She has stopped

short at the original certitudes which were

indispensable to the beginnings of life. She

is lagging behind us ; and the interval that

divides us is rapidly increasing. She thinks

less quickly ; she has not yet had time to

understand us. Moreover, she does not

reckon as we do ; and for her the centuries

are less than our years. She is slow because

she is almost eternal, while we are prompt

because we have not many hours before us.

It may be that one day her thought will

overtake ours ; in the meantime, we have to

vindicate our advance and to prove to our-

selves, as we are beginning to do, that it is

lawful to be in the right as against her, that

our advance is not fatal and that it is possible

to maintain it.

4

For it is becoming difficult to argue that

earth or nature is always right and that those
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who do not blindly follow earth's impulses

are necessarily doomed to perish. We have

learned to observe her more attentively and

we have won the right to judge her. We
have discovered that far from being infallible

she is continually making mistakes. She

gropes and hesitates. She does not know

precisely what she wants. She begins by

making stupendous blunders. She first

peoples the world with uncouth and inco-

herent monsters, not one of which is capable

of living ; these all disappear. Gradually

she acquires, at the cost of the life which she

creates, an experience that is the cruel fruit

of the immeasurable suffering which she

unfeelingly inflicts. At last she grows

wiser, curbs and amends herself, corrects

herself, returns upon her footsteps, repairs

her errors, expending her best energies and

her highest intelligence upon the correction.

It is incontestable that she is improving her

methods, that she is more skilful, more

prudent, less extravagant than at the outset.

And yet the fact remains that, in every

department of life, in every organism, down
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to our own bodies, there is a survival of bad

workmanship, of twofold functions, of over-

sights, changes of intention, absurdities,

useless complications and meaningless waste.

We therefore have no reason to believe that

our enemies are in the right because earth

is with them. Earth does not possess the

truth any more than we do. She seeks it,

as do we, and discovers it no more readily.

She seems to know no more than we whither

she is going or whither she is being led by

that which leads all things.

We must'not listen to her without enquiry ;

and we need not distress ourselves or despair

because we are not of her opinion. We are

not dealing with an infallible and unchange-

able wisdom, to oppose which in our thoughts

would be madness. We are actually proving

to her that it is she who is in fault ; that

man's reason for existence is loftier than

that which she provisionally assigned to him
;

that he is already outstripping all that she

foresaw ; and that she does wrong to delay

his advance. She is, for that matter, full of

goodwill, is able on occasion to recognize
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her mistakes and to obviate their disastrous

resuhs and by no means takes refuge in

majestic and inflexible self-conceit. If we

are able to persevere, we shall be able to

convince her. Much time will be needed,

for, I repeat, she is slow, though in no

wise obstinate. Much time will be needed

because a very long future is in question, a

very great change and the most important

victory that man has ever hoped to win.
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FOR POLAND

THE Allies have entered into a solemn

compact that none of them will con-

clude a separate peace. They undertook

recently, by an equally irrevocable conven-

tion, that they would not lay down their

arms until Belgium was delivered. These

two acts, one of prudence, the other of

elementary justice, appear at first sight

superfluous. Yet they were necessary. It

is well that nations, even more than men,

because their conscience is less stable, should

secure themselves against the mistakes and

weakness and ingratitude which too often

accompany strife and which even more often

follow victory. To-morrow they will do

for Servia what they have done in the case of

Belgium ; but there is a third victim, of
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whom too httle is said, who has the same

rights as the other two ; and to forget her

would forever attaint the honour and the

justice of those who took up arms only in

the name of justice and honour.

I need not recall the fate of Poland.

It is in certain respects more tragic and

more pitiful than that of Belgium or

of Servia. She had not even the oppor-

tunity to choose between dishonour and

annihilation.

Three successive acts of injustice, which

were, until to-day, the most shameful

recorded by history, deprived her of the

glory of that heroic choice which she would

have made in the same spirit, for she had

already thrice made it in the past, a choice

which this day sustains and consoles her

two martyred sisters in their profoundest

tribulations. It would be too unjust if an

ancient injustice, which even yet weighs

upon the memory and the conscience of
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Europe, should become the sole reason ot

yet a last iniquity, which this time would be

inexpiable.

3

True, the Grand-duke Nicolas made noble

and generous promises to Poland ; and these

promises were repeated at the opening of

the Duma. This is good and shows the

irresistible force of the awakening conscience

of a great empire ; but it is not enough.

Such promises involve only those who make

them ; they do not bind a nation. We will

not insult Russia by doubting her intentions
;

but among all the certainties which history

teaches us there is one that has been acquired

once and for all ; and this is that in politics

and international morality intentions count

for nothing and that a promise, made by no

matter what nations, will be kept only if

those who make it also render it impossible

for themselves to do otherwise than keep it.

For the rest, the question at present is not

one of intentions, nor confidence, nor pity,

nor even of interest. Others have spoken
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and will speak again, better than I could, of

Poland's terrible distress and of the danger,

which is far more formidable and far more

imminent than is generally believed, of

those German intrigues which are seek-

ing to seduce from us and, despite them-

selves, to turn against us twenty millions

of desperate people and nearly a million

soldiers, who will die, perhaps, rather than

join our enemies, but who, in any case,

cannot fight in our ranks as they would

have done had the word for which they

are waiting in their anguish been spoken

before it was too late.

4

But, however grave the peril, we are, I

repeat, far less concerned with this at the

present moment than with the question of

justice. Absolute and sacred justice owes the

same treatment to Poland as to the other two

victims of this war of justice. She is their

equal, she is of the same rank and on the

same level. She had suffered what they
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have suffered, for the same cause, in the

same spirit and with the same heroism ; and

if she has not done what the two others

have done it is because the ingratitude of

all those whom she had more than once

saved, together with one of the greatest

crimes in history, alone prevented her from

doing so.

It is time for the Europe of to-day to

repair the iniquity committed by the Europe

of other days. We are nothing, we are no

better than our enemies, we have no title to

deliver millions of innocent men to death,

unless we stand for justice. The idea of

justice alone must rule all that we under-

take, for we are united, we have risen and

we exist only in its name. At this moment
we occupy all the pinnacles of this justice,

to which we have brought such an impulse,

such sacrifices and such heroism as we shall

perhaps never behold again. We shall never

rise higher ; let us then form at this present

time resolutions which will forbid us to

descend ; and Europe would descend, to a

depth greater than was hers in the unpardon-
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able hour of the partition of Poland, did she

not before all else repair the immense fault

which she committed when she had not yet

discovered her conscience and did not know

what she knows to-day.
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WHEN THE WAR IS OVER

TDEFORE closing this book, I wish to

^*^ weigh for the last time in my con-

science the words of hatred and malediction

which it has made me speak in spite of

myself. We have to do with the strangest

of enemies. He has knowingly and deliber-

ately, while in the full possession of his

faculties and without necessity or excuse,

revived all the crimes which we supposed to

be forever buried in the barbarous past.

He has trampled under foot all the precepts

which man had so painfully won from the

cruel darkness of his beginnings ; he has

violated all the laws of justice, humanity,

loyalty and honour, from the highest, which

are almost godlike, to the simplest, the most

elementary, which still belong to the lower
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worlds. There is no longer any doubt on

this point : it has been proved over and

over again until we have attained a final

certitude.

But, on the other hand, it is no less

certain that he has displayed virtues which it

would be unworthy of us to deny ; for we

honour ourselves in recognizing the valour

of those whom we are fighting. He has

gone to his death in deep, compact, disciplined

masses, with a blind, hopeless, obstinate

heroism, of which no such lurid example had

ever yet been known and which has many

times compelled our admiration and our

pity. He has known how to sacrifice him-

self, with unprecedented and perhaps un-

equalled abnegation, to an idea which we

know to be false, inhuman and even some-

what mean, but which he believes to be just

and lofty ; and a sacrifice of this kind,

whatever its object, is always the proof of

a force which survives those who devote

themselves to making it and must command
respect.

I know very well that this heroism is not
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like the heroism which we love. For us,

heroism must before all be voluntary, freed

from any constraint, active, ardent, eager and

spontaneous ; whereas with them it has

mingled with it a great deal of servility,

passiveness, sadness, gloomy, ignorant, mas-

sive submission and rather base fears. It is

nevertheless the fact that, in the moment of

supreme peril, little remains of all these

distinctions and that no force in the world

can drive to its death a people which does

not bear within itself the strength to confront

it. Our soldiers make no mistake upon this

point. Question the men returning from

the trenches : they detest the enemy, they

abhor the aggressor, the unjust and arrogant

aggressor, uncouth, too often cruel and

treacherous ; but they do not hate the man :

they do him justice ; they pity him ; and,

after the battle, in the defenceless wounded

soldier or disarmed prisoner they recognize,

with astonishment, a brother in misfortune

who, like themselves, is submitting to duties

and laws which, like themselves, he too

believes lofty and necessary. Under the
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insufferable enemy they see an unhappy man

who likewise is bearing the burden of life.

They forget the things that divide them to

recall only those which unite them in a

common destiny ; and they teach us a great

lesson. Better than ourselves, who are far

from danger, at the contact of profound and

fearful verities and realities they are already

beginning to discern something that we

cannot yet perceive ; and their obscure

instinct is probably anticipating the judg-

ment of history and our own judgment,

when we see more clearly. Let us learn

from them to be just and to distinguish

that which we are bound to despise and

loathe from that which we may pity, love

and respect. Setting aside the unpardonable

aggression and the inexpiable violation of

treaties, this war, despite its insanity, has

come near to being a bloody but magnificent

proof of greatness, heroism and the spirit of

sacrifice. Humanity was ready to rise above

itself, to surpass all that it had hitherto

accomplished. It has surpassed it. Never

before had nations been seen capable, for
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months on end, perhaps for years, of re-

nouncing their repose, their security, their

wealth, their comfort, all that they possessed

and loved, down to their very life, in order

to accomplish what they believed to be their

duty. Never before had nations been seen

that were able as a whole to understand and

admit that the happiness of each of those

who live in this time of trial is of no con-

sequence compared with the honour of those

who live no more or the happiness of those

who are not yet alive. We stand on heights

that had not been attained before. And, if,

on the enemies' side, this unexampled re-

nunciation had not been poisoned at its

source ; if the war which they are waging

against us had been as fine, as loyal, as

generous, as chivalrous as that which we

are waging against them, we may well

believe that it would have been the last

and that it would have ended, not in a

battle, but, like the awakening from an

evil dream, in a noble and fraternal amaze-

ment. They have made that impossible

;

and this, we may be sure, is the disap-
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pointment which the future will find it most

difficult to forgive them.

What are we to do now ? Must we hate

the enemy to the end of time ? The burden

of hatred is the heaviest that man can bear

upon this earth ; and we should faint under

the weight of it. On the other hand, we do

not wish once more to be the dupes and

victims of confidence and love. Here again

our soldiers, in their simplicity, which is so

clear-seeing and so close to the truth, antici-

pate the future and teach us what to admit

and what to avoid. We have seen that they

do not hate the man ; but they do not trust

him at all. They discover the human being

in him only when he is unarmed. They

know, from bitter experience, that, so long

as he possesses weapons, he cannot resist the

frenzy of destruction, treachery and slaughter

;

and that he does not become kindly until he

is rendered powerless.

Is he thus by nature, or has he been
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perverted by those who lead him ? Have

the rulers dragged the whole nation after

them, or has the whole nation driven its

rulers on ? Did the rulers make the nation

like unto themselves, or did the nation select

and support them because they resembled

itself? Did the evil come from above or

below, or was it everywhere ? Here we

have the great obscure point of this terrible

adventure. It is not easy to throw light

upon it and still less easy to find excuses for

it. If our enemies prove that they were

deceived and corrupted by their masters,

they prove, at the same time, that they are

less intelligent, less firmly attached to justice,

honour and humanity, less civilized, in a

word, than those whom they claimed the

right to enslave in the name of a superiority

which they themselves have proved not to

exist ; and, unless they can establish that

their errors, perfidies and cruelties, which

can no longer be denied, should be imputed

only to those masters, then they themselves

must bear the pitiless weight. I do not

know how they will escape from this pre-
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dicamentj nor what the future will decide,

that future which is wiser than the past, even

as, in the words of an old Slav proverb, the

dawn is wiser than the eve. In the mean-

while, let us copy the prudence of our

soldiers, who know what to believe far better

than we do.
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THE MASSACRE OF THE
INNOCENTS

\The Massacre of the Innocents appeared for the first

time in 1886, in a little periodical called La Pleiade^

which some friends and I founded in the Latin Quarter

and which died of inanition after its sixth number. My
reason for making room in the present volume for these

few pages marking a very modest beginning—they were
the first to find their way into print—is not that I am
under any delusion as to the merits of this youthful work,

in which my aim was simply to reproduce as best I

could the different episodes of a picture in the Brussels

Museum, painted in the sixteenth century by Pieter

Breughel the Elder. But it appeared to me that circum-

stances had made of this humble literary effort a sort of

prophetic vision; for it is but too likely that similar

scenes have been repeated in more than one of our

unhappy Flemish or Brabant villages and that, to

describe them as they were lately enacted, we should

have only to change the name of the butchers and
probably, alas, to accentuate their cruelty, their injustice

and their hideousness 1—M. M.]

I
T was close upon supper-time, that Friday

the twenty-sixth day of the month of
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December, when a little shepherd-lad came

into Nazareth, sobbing bitterly.

Some peasants drinking ale in the Blue

Lion opened the shutters to look into the

village orchard and saw the child running

over the snow. They saw that he was

Korneliz' boy and cried from the window :

" What's the matter ? Get home with

you to bed !

"

But he replied in terror that the Spaniards

were come, that they had set fire to the farm,

hanged his mother among the walnut-trees

and bound his nine little sisters to the trunk

of a big tree.

The peasants rushed out of the inn,

gathered round the child and plied him with

questions. Then he also told them that the

soldiers were on horseback and wore mail,

that they had driven away the cattle of his

uncle Petrus Krayer and that they would

soon be entering the forest with the cows

and sheep.

All ran to the Golden Sun, where Korneliz

and his brother-in-law were also drinking

their pot of ale ; and the inn-keeper sped into
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the village, shouting that the Spaniards were

at hand.

Then there was a great din in Nazareth.

The women opened the windows and the

peasants left their houses with lights which

they put out as soon as they reached the

orchard, where it was bright as midday,

because of the snow and the full moon.

They crowded round Korneliz and Krayer

in the market-place, in front of the two inns.

Several had brought their pitchforks and

their rakes and consulted one another, terror-

stricken, under the trees.

But, as they knew not what to do, one of

them went to fetch the parish-priest, who

owned Korneliz' farm. He came out of

his house with the sacristan, bringing the

keys of the church. All followed him into

the churchyard ; and he shouted to them

from the top of the tower that he could see

nothing in the fields nor in the forest, but

that there were red clouds in the neighbour-

hood of his farm, though the sky was blue

and full of stars over all the rest of the

country.
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After deliberating for a long time in the

churchyard, they decided to hide in the wood

through which the Spaniards would have to

pass and to attack them if they were not too

many, so as to recover Petrus Krayer's cattle

and the plunder which they had taken from

the farm.

They armed themselves with pitchforks

and spades ; and the women remained near

the church with the priest.

Seeking a suitable spot for their ambus-

cade, they came to a mill on the skirt of the

forest and saw the farm burning amid the

starlight. Here, under some huge oaks, in

front of a frozen pool, they took up their

position.

A shepherd whom they called the Red

Dwarf went up the hill to warn the miller,

who had stopped his mill when he saw the

flames on the horizon. He invited the fellow

in, however ; and the two of them placed

themselves at a window to watch the distance.

In front of them the moon was shining

over the burning farm ; and they saw a long

host marching over the snow. When they
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had taken stock of it, the Dwarf went down
to those in the forest ; and presently they

descried four horsemen above a herd of

animals that seemed to be cropping the grass.

As the men, in their blue hose and their

red cloaks, were looking around them on the

edge of the pool and under the snow-lit

trees, the sacristan pointed to a box-hedge
;

and they went and hid behind it.

The cattle and the Spaniards came over

the ice ; and the sheep, on reaching the

hedge, were already beginning to nibble at

the leaves, when Korneliz broke through the

bushes ; and the others followed with their

pitchforks into the light. Then there was a

great slaughter on the pond, while the

huddled sheep and the cows gazed at the

battle in their midst and at the moon above

them.

When the men and the horses had been

killed, Korneliz ran into the meadows to-

wards the flames ; and the others stripped

the dead. Then they went back to the

village with the herds. The women watch-

ing the gloomy forest from behind the walls
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of the churchyard saw them approaching

through the trees and, with the priest,

hurried to meet them ; and they returned

dancing gleefully all amongst the children

and the dogs.

While they made merry under the pear-

trees in the orchard, where the Red Dwarf

hung up lanterns as a sign of kermis, they

asked the priest what they were to do.

They at last resolved to put a horse to a

cart and fetch the bodies of the woman and

her nine little daughters to the village.

The dead woman's sisters and the other

peasant-women of her family climbed into it,

as did the priest, who was not well able to

walk, being advanced in years and very

stout.

They entered the forest once more and

arrived in silence at the dazzling white plain,

where they saw the naked men and the

horses lying on their backs upon the gleam-

ing ice among the trees. Then they went

on to the farm, which they could see burning

in the distance.

When they came to the orchard and to the
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house alJ red with flames, they stopped at

the gate to mark the great misfortune that

had befallen the farmer in his garden. His

wife was hanging all naked from the

branches of a great walnut-tree ; he himself

was mounting a ladder in order to climb the

tree, around which the nine little girls were

waiting for their mother on the grass.

Already he was walking among the huge

boughs, when suddenly he saw the crowd,

black against the snow, watching him.

Weeping, he made signs to them to help

him ; and they went into the garden. Then

the sacristan, the Red Dwarf, the landlord of

the Blue Lion and he of the Golden Sun, the

parish-priest, with a lantern, and many other

peasants climbed into the snow-laden walnut-

tree to cut down the corpse, which the

women of the village received in their arms

at the foot of the tree, even as at the descent

from the Cross of Our Lord Jesus Christ.

The next day they buried her ; and

nothing else out of the common happened

that week at Nazareth. But, on the follow-

ing Sunday, hungry wolves ran through the
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village after high mass and it snowed until

noon ; then the sun suddenly shone in the

sky and the peasants went in to dinner, as

was their wont, and dressed for benediction.

At that moment there was no one in the

market-place, for it was freezing cruelly.

Only the dogs and hens remained under the

trees, where some sheep were nibbling at

a three-cornered patch of grass, while the

priest's servant swept away the snow from

the presbytery-garden.

Then a troop of armed men crossed the

stone bridge at the end of the village and

halted in the orchard. Some peasants came

out of their houses ; but, on recognizing

the Spaniards, they retreated in terror and

went to their windows to see what would

happen.

There were some thirty horsemen, clad in

armour, around an old man with a white

beard. Behind them they carried red and

yellow foot-soldiers, who jumped down and

ran over the snow to shake off their stiff-

ness, while several of the men in armour

also alighted and eased themselves against

262



The Massacre of the Innocents

the trees to which they had fastened their

horses.

Then they turned to the Golden Sun and

knocked at the door. It was opened hesita-

tingly ; and they warmed themselves at the

fire and called for ale.

Next they came out of the inn, carrying

pots and jugs and wheaten loaves for their

comrades, who sat ranked around the man
with the white beard, waiting in the midst of

the lances.

As the street was empty, the commander

sent horsemen to the back of the houses, to

guard the village on its open side, and ordered

the foot-soldiers to bring to him all the

children of two years old and under, to be

massacred, as is written in the Gospel accord-

ing to St. Matthew.

The soldiers went first to the inn of the

Green Cabbage and to the barber's cottage,

which stood side by side, midway in the

street.

One of them opened a stable-door ; and a

litter of pigs escaped and scattered over the

village. The inn-keeper and the barber
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came out and humbly asked the soldiers

what they wanted ; but the men knew no

Flemish and went in to look for the

children.

The inn-keeper had one, which sat crying

in its little shirt on the table where they had

just had dinner. A man took the child in

his arms and carried it away under the apple-

trees, while the father and mother followed

him with cries of lamentation.

The soldiers also threw open the cooper's

shed and the blacksmith's and the cobbler's ;

and the calves, cows, asses, pigs, goats

and sheep strayed about the market-place.

When the men broke the glass of the

carpenter's windows, several of the peasants,

including the oldest and richest farmers in

the parish, assembled in the street and went

towards the Spaniards. They doffed their

hats and caps respectfully to the leader in his

velvet cloak and asked him what he was

going to do ; but even he did not under-

stand their language ; and some one went

to fetch the priest.

He was making ready for benediction and
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putting on a gold cope In the sacristy. The
peasant called out :

" The Spaniards are in the orchard !

'*

Horrified, the priest ran to the church-

door, accompanied by the serving-boys

carrying tapers and censer.

Then he saw the animals released from

their sheds roaming on the snow and the

grass, the horsemen in the village, the

soldiers outside the doors, the horses tied to

the trees along the street and the men and

women entreating him who was holding the

child in its shirt.

He rushed to the churchyard ; and the

peasants turned anxiously to their priest,

who was coming through the pear-trees like

a god robed in gold, and stood around him

and the man with the white beard.

He spoke in Flemish and Latin ; but the

commander moved his shoulders slowly up

and down to show that he did not understand.

His parishioners asked him under their

breath :

" What does he say .? What is he going

to do .?

"
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Others, on seeing the priest in the orchard,

came timidly from their farms ; the women
hurried up and stood whispering among the

groups ; while the soldiers who were be-

sieging an inn ran back at the sight of the

great crowd that was forming in the market-

place.

Then the man who was holding by one

leg the child of the landlord of the Green

Cabbage cut off its head with his sword.

The head fell before their eyes and the

body fell after it and lay bleeding on the

grass. The mother picked it up and carried

it away, leaving the head behind her. She

ran towards the house, but stumbled against

a tree and fell flat on the snow, where she

lay in a swoon, while the father struggled

between two soldiers.

Some of the younger peasants threw

stones and blocks of wood at the Spaniards,

but the horsemen all lowered their lances

together, the women fled and the priest

began to cry out in horror with his parish-

ioners, all among the sheep, the geese and

the dogs.
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However, as the soldiers were once more

moving down the street, the folk stood silent

to see what they would do.

The band entered the shop kept by the

sacristan's sisters and then came out quietly,

without harming the seven women, who

knelt on the doorstep praying.

Next they went to the inn owned by the

Hunchback of St. Nicholas. Here also the

door was opened directly, to appease them
;

but they reappeared amid a great outcry,

with three children in their arms and sur-

rounded by the Hunchback, his wife and his

daughters, all clasping their hands in token

of entreaty.

On reaching the old man, the soldiers put

down the children at the foot of an elm,

where they remained sitting on the snow

in their Sunday clothes. But one of them,

who wore a yellow frock, rose and toddled

towards the sheep. A man ran after it

with his naked sword ; and the child died

with its face in the grass, while the others

were killed not far from the tree.

All the peasants and the inn-keeper*s
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daughters took to flight, shrieking as they

went, and returned to their homes. The

priest, left alone in the orchard, besought

the Spaniards with loud cries, going on his

knees from horse to horse, with his arms

crossed upon his breast, while the father

and mother, sitting in the snow, wept

piteously for the dead children that lay in

their laps.

As the soldiers ran along the street, they

remarked a big blue farm-house. They

tried to break down the door, but it was

of oak and studded with nails. Then they

took some tubs that were frozen in a pool

in front of the house and used them to

climb to the upper windows, through which

they made their way.

There had been a kermis at this farm
;

and kinsfolk had come to eat waffles, ham

and custards with their family. At the

sound of the broken panes, they had

assembled behind the table covered with

jugs and dishes. The soldiers entered the

kitchen and, after a desperate struggle, in

which many were wounded, they seized
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the little boys and girls, as well as the hind,

who had bitten a soldier's thumb, and left

the house, locking the door behind them

to prevent the inmates from going with

them.

Those of the villagers who had no

children slowly left their homes and followed

them from afar. When the soldiers carrying

their victims came to the old man, they

threw them on the grass and deliberately

killed them with their spears and their

swords, while all along the front of the

blue house the men and women leant out

of the windows of the upper floor and the

loft, cursing and rocking wildly in the sun-

shine at the sight of the red, pink and

white frocks of their little ones lying

motionless on the grass among the trees.

Then the soldiers hanged the hind from

the sign of the Half Moon on the other

side of the street ; and there was a long

silence in the village.

The massacre now began to spread.

Mothers ran out of the houses and tried to

escape to the open country through the
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gardens and kitchen-plots ; but the horse-

men scoured after them and drove them

back into the street. Peasants, holding

their caps in their clasped hands, followed

upon their knees the men who were dragging

away their children, among the dogs which

barked deliriously amid the din. The priest,

with his arms raised aloft, ran along the

houses and under the trees, praying desper-

ately, like a martyr ; and soldiers, shivering

with cold, blew on their fingers as they

moved about the road, or, with their hands

in the pockets of their trunks and their

swords tucked under their arms, waited

beneath the windows of the houses that

were being scaled.

On seeing the grief-stricken terror of the

peasants, they entered the farm-houses in

little bands ; and in like fashion they acted

throughout the length of the street.

A woman who sold vegetables in the old

red-brick cottage near the church seized a

chair and ran after two men who were

carrying off her children in a wheel-barrow.

When she saw them die, a sickness overcame
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her ; and she suffered the folk to press

her into the chair, against a tree by the

road-side.

Other soldiers climbed up the lime-trees

in front of a house painted lilac and removed

the tiles in order to enter the house. When
they came out again upon the roof, the

father and mother, with outstretched arms,

also appeared in the opening ; and they

pushed them down repeatedly, cutting them

over the head with their swords, before they

could descend into the street.

One family, which had locked itself into

the cellar of a rambling cottage, cried through

the grating, where the father stood madly

brandishing a pitchfork. An old, bald-

headed man was sobbing all alone on a dung-

heap ; a woman in yellow had fainted away

in the market-place and her husband was

holding her under her arms and moaning

in the shadow of a pear-tree ; another, in red,

was kissing her little girl, who had lost her

hands, and lifting first one arm and then the

other to see if she would not move. Yet

another ran into the country and the soldiers
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pursued her through the hayricks that bounded

the snow-clad fields.

Beneath the inn of the Four Sons of

Aymon there was a tumult as of a siege.

The inhabitants had barred the door ; and

the soldiers went round and round the house

without being able to make their way in.

They were trying to clamber up to the sign

by the fruit-trees against the front wall, when

they caught sight of a ladder behind the

garden- door. They set it against the wall

and mounted one after the other. There-

upon the landlord and all his household

hurled tables, chairs, dishes and cradles at

them from the windows. The ladder upset

;

and the soldiers fell down.

In a wooden hut, at the end of the village,

another band found a peasant-woman bathing

her children in a tub by the fire. Being old

and almost deaf, she did not hear them come

in. Two soldiers took the tub and carried

it off; and the dazed woman went after

them, with the children's clothes, wanting to

dress them. But, when she came to the

door and suddenly saw the splashes of blood
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in the village, the swords in the orchard, the

cradles overturned in the street, women on

their knees and women waving their arms

around the dead, she began to cry out with

all her strength and to strike the soldiers,

who put down the tub to defend themselves.

The priest also came hastening up and, fold-

ing his hands across his vestment, entreated

the Spaniards before the naked children, who

were whimpering in the water. Other soldiers

then came up and pushed him aside and

bound the raving peasant-woman to a tree.

The butcher had hidden his little daughter

and, leaning against his house, looked on in

unconcern. A foot-soldier and one of the

men in armour went in and discovered the

child in a copper cauldron. Then the butcher,

in desperation, took one of his knives and

chased them down the street ; but a band

that was passing struck the knife from his

grasp and hanged him by the hands to the

hooks in his wall, among the flayed carcases,

where he twitched his legs and jerked his

head and cursed and swore till evening.

Near the churchyard, a crowd had as-
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sembled outside a long green farm-house.

The farmer stood on his threshold weeping

bitter tears ; as he was very fat, with a face

made for smiling, the hearts of the soldiers

softened in some measure as they sat in the

sun with their backs to the wall, listening to

him and patting his dog the while. But the

one who was dragging the child away by the

hand made gestures as though to say :

" You may save your tears ! It is not my
fault !

"

A peasant who was being hotly pursued

sprang into a boat moored to the stone bridge

and pushed across the pond with his wife and

children. The soldiers, not daring to venture

on the ice, strode angrily through the reeds.

They climbed into the willows on the bank,

trying to reach them with their spears ; and,

when they failed, continued for a long time

to threaten the family, where they all sat

cowering in the middle of the water.

Meanwhile, the orchard was still full of

people, for it was there that most of the child-

ren were slain, in front of the man with the

white beard who directed the massacre. The
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little boys and girls who were big enough to

walk alone also collected there and, munch-

ing their bread-and-butter, stood looking on

curiously to see the others die, or gathered

round the village idiot, who lay upon the

grass playing a whistle.

Then suddenly a movement ran through

the length of the village. The peasants were

turning their steps towards the castle, stand-

ing on a high mound of yellow earth at the

end of the street. They had caught sight of

the lord of the village leaning on the battle-

ments of his tower, watching the massacre.

And the men, women and old folk stretched

out their arms to him where he sat in his

cloak of purple velvet and cap of gold and

entreated him as though he were a king in

heaven. But he threw up his arms and

shrugged his shoulders, to show his helpless-

ness ; and, when they implored him in ever-

increasing anguish and knelt bareheaded in the

snow, uttering loud cries, he turned back

slowly into the tower ; and in the hearts of

the peasants all hope died.

When all the children were killed, the tired
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soldiers wiped their swords on the grass and

supped under the pear-trees. Then the foot-

soldiers mounted behind the others and they

all rode out of Nazareth together by the stone

bridge, as they had come.

The setting sun lit the forest with a red

light and painted the village a new colour.

Weary with running and entreating, the

priest had sat down in the snow in front

of the church ; and his servant-maid stood

near him, looking around. They saw the

street and the orchard filled with peasants

in their holiday clothes, moving about the

market-place and along the houses. Outside

the doors, families, with their dead children

on their knees, whispered in amazement and

horror of the fate wherewith they had been

assailed. Others were still mourning the

child where it had fallen, near a cask, under a

barrow, or at the edge of a puddle, or were

carrying it away in silence. Several were

already washing the benches, chairs, tables

and shirts all smirched with blood and pick-

ing up the cradles that had been flung into

the street. But nearly all the mothers were
276



The Massacre of the Innocents

keening on the grass under the trees, before

the dead bodies, which they knew by their

woollen frocks. Those who had no children

were roaming about the market-place, stop-

ping to gaze at the afflicted groups. The
men who had finished weeping took the dogs

and set off in pursuit of their strayed beasts,

or mended their broken windows or gaping

roofs, while the village grew hushed and

still beneath the light of the moon as it rose

slowly in the sky.

THE END
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Power (J. O'Connor). THE MAKING OF
AN ORATOR. Cr. %vo. 6s.

Price (L. L.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
POLITICAL ECONOMY IN ENGLAND
FROM ADAM SMITH TO ARNOLD
TOYNBEE. Ninth Edition. Cr. Svo.

2S. 6d.

Pycraft (W. P.). A HISTORY OF BIRDS.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Rawllngs (Gertrude B.). COINS AND
HOW TO KNOW THEM. illustrated.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

"Reade (Arthur). FINLAND AND THE
FINNS. Illustrated. DcmyZvo. 10s. 6d.
net.

Regan (C. Tate). THE FRESHWATER
FISHES OF THE BRITISH ISLES.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Reid (G. Archdall). THE LAWS OF
HEREDITY. Second Edition. Demy'ivo.
£1 IS. net.

Robertson (C. Grant). SELECT STAT-
UTES, CASES, AND DOCUMENTS,
1660-1832. Second, Revised and Enlarged
Edition. Detny Zvo. xos. 6d. net.

ENGLAND UNDER THE HANOVER-
IANS. Illustrated. Second Edition. Detny
Zvo. lOJ. 6d. net.

Roe (Fred). OLD OAK FURNITURE.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy 8vo.
los. 6d. net.

Rolle (Richard). THE FIRE OF LOVE
AND THE MENDING OF LIFE.
Edited by Frances M. Comper. Cr. Zvo.

3J. 6d. net.

Ryley (A. Beresford). OLD PASTE.
Illustrated. Royal ?,vo. £2 2s. net.

•Saki' (H. H. Munro). REGINALD.
% Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

REGINALD IN RUSSIA. Fca/>. Zvo.

2s. 6d. net.

Schidrowltz (Philip). RUBBER. Illus-

trated. Detny 8vo. 10s. 6d. net.

Selous (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH'S
ANIMALS. Illustrated. Fourteenth Edi-
tion. Fcap. 8vo. 2S. 6d.

TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS.
Illustrated. Seventh Edition. Fcap. 8vo.

2J. 6d.

JACK'S INSECTS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Shakespeare (William).
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664;

1685. Each £^ 4J. net, or a complete set,

£j2 I2J. tiet.

THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE-
SPEARE. With an Introduction and Notes
by George Wyndham. DeinySvo. Buck-
ram, 10s. 6d.
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Shelley (Porcy Byssha). POEMS. Wiih
an Introduction by A. Glutton- B'uOCK and
notes by C D. LococK. Two Volumes.
Demy Zvo. £i is. net.

Sladen (Douglac). SICILY: The New
Winter Resort. An Encyclopaedia of

Sicily. With 234 Illustrations, a Map, and
a Table of the Railway System of Sicily.

Second Edition, Revised. Cr. Svo. 5s. net.

Slesser (H. H.). TRADE UNIONISM.
Cr. 'ivo. -zs. 6d.

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF
NATIONS. Edited by Edwin Cannan.
Two Volumes. Demy &vo. jQi is. net.

Smith CG. F. Herbert). GEM-STONES
AND THEIR DISTINGTIVE CHARAC-
TERS. Illustrated. Second Editio7t. Cr.
Bvo. 6s. net.

Stancliffe. GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S.
Sixth Edition. Fcap. %vo. is. net.

Stevenson (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited
by Sir Sidney Colvin. A New and En-
larged Edition in four volumes. Fourth
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. Each ^s. net. Leather,
each 6s. net,

Streatfeild (E. A.). MODERN MUSIC
AND MUSICIANS. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Demy Stjo. js. 6d. net.

Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS.
Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Fcap. Zvo.

Gilt top. 3^. bd. net.

MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Fcap. Bvo.

Gilt top. 35-. 6d. net.

ASK MAMMA; or, THE RICHEST
COMMONER IN ENGLAND. Illus-

trated. Fcap. Sz>o. Gilt top. 3^. 6d. net.

JORROCKS'S JAUNTS AND JOLLI-
TIES. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Fcap.
Svo. Gilt top. zs. 6d. tiet.

MR. FACEY ROMFORD'S HOUNDS.
Illustrated. Fcap. Bvo. Gilt top. -^s. td.

net.

HAWBUCK GRANGE ; or, THE SPORT-
ING ADVENTURES OF THOMAS
SCOTT, Esq. Illustrated. Fca:p. Zvo.

Gilt top. 3^. 6d. net.

PLAIN OR RINGLETS? Illustrated.

Fcap. 8vo. Gilt top. 3J. bd. net.

Suso (Henry). THE LIFE OF THE
BLESSED HENRY SUSO. By Himself.
Translated by T. F. Knox. With an Intro-

duction by Dean Inge. Second Edition.

Cr. Svo. 2S. 6d. net.

Swantar. (E. ¥/,). FUNGI x\ND HOW
TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated. Cr. ivo.

6s. net.

BRITISH PLA^rr GALI.S. Cr. Zvo.

Ts. 6d. net,

Symes (J, E.). THE FRENCH REVO-
LUTION. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo, 2s. 6d.

Tabor (Margaret E.)o THE SAINT5 IN
ART. With their Attributes and Symbols
Alphabetically Arranged. Illustrated.
Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 3j. 6d. net,

Taylor (A. B.). ELEMENTS OF META
PHYSICS. Fourth Edition. Demy Zvo
10s. 6d. tiet.

Taylor (J. V/.). THE COMING OF THE
SAINTS. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. ^s.

net.

Thomas (Edward). MAURICE MAE
TERLINCK. Illustrated. Second Edition
Cr. Zvo. 5J. net.

Thompson (Francis). SELECTED
POEMS OF FRANCIS THOMPSON.
With a Biographical Note by Wilfrid
Meynell. With a Portrait in Photogravure.
Twenty-eighth Thotisaiid. Fcap. Zvo. 55.

net.

Tilestoa (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Twenty-second
Edition. Medium i6mo. zs. 6d. net.

A Iso in blcu:k morocco, 6s. net,

Topham (Anne). MEMORIES OF THE
KAISER'S COURT. Illustrated. Tenth
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 2.S. 6d. net.

Toynbee (Paget). DANTE ALIGHIERI.
His Life and Works. With 16 Illustra-

tions. Fourth and Enlarged Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 5J. net.

TrcYelyan (G. M.). ENGLAND UNDER
THE STUARTS. With Maps and Plans.

Sixth Edition. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net,

Triggs (H. Inigo). TOWN PLANNING

:

Past, Present, and Possible. Illustra-

ted. Second Edition. Wide Royal Zvo.

i^s. net.

Underbill (Evelyn). MYSTICISM. A
Study in the Nature and Development of

Man's Spiritual Consciousness. Fifth
Edition. Demy Zvo. i^s. net.

Yardon (Harry). HOW TO PLAY GOLF.
Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo.

•zs. 6d. net.

Yernon (Hon. W. Warren). READINGS
ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE. With
an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. Moore.
Two Volumes. Second Edition, Rewritten.
Cr. Zvo. 1 5J. net.
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READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO
1

OF DANTE. With an Introduction by I

the late Dean Church. Two Vobiines.
\

Third Edition, Revised. Cr. 5vo. 15J. ttci.

READINGS ON THE PARADISO OF
DANTE. With an Introduction by the
BiSHOH OF RiPON. Two Voiwiies. Second
Edition, Revised. Cr. Svo. 15*-. net.

Vickers (Kenneth H.). ENGLAND IN
THE LATER MIDDLE AGES. With
Maps. Second Edition, Revised. Demy
8vo. 10s. 6d. net.

Waddell (L. A.). LHASA AND ITS
MYSTERIES. With a Record of the Ex-
pedition of 1903-1904. Illustrated. Third
and Cheaper Edition. Meditivi Svo. 7s. 6d.

net.

Wade (G. W. and J. H.). RAMBLES IN
SOMERSET. Illustrated. Cr. %vo. 6s.

Wagner (Richard). RICHARD WAG-
NER'S MUSIC DRAMAS. Interpreta-

tions, embodying Wagners own explana-
tions. By Alice Leighton Cleathek
and Basil Crump. Fcap. 2>vo. 2s. 6d. each.

The Ring of the Nibelung.
Sixth Edition.

Lohengrin and Parsifal.
Third Edition.

Tristan and Isolde.
Second Edition.

Tannhauser and the Mastersingers
of Nuremburg.

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). WITH THE
SIMPLE-HEARTED. Little Homilies to

Women in Country Places. Third Edition.
Small Pott Zvo. 7.s. net.

THE HOUSE BY THE CHERRY TREE.
A Second Series of Little Homilies to

Women in Country Places. Small Tott Svo.

zs. net.

COMPANIONS OF THE WAY. Being
Selections for Morning and Evening Read-
ing. Chosen and arranged by Elizabeth
Waterhouse. Large Cr. Zvo. 5J. net.

THOUGHTS OF A TERTIARY. Second
Edition. Small Pott Zvo. is. net.

VERSES. Second Edition, Enlarged. Fcap.
8vo. 2J. net.

A LITTLE BOOK OF LIFE AND
DEATH. Selected and Arranged. Seven-
teenth Edition. Small Pott 8vo. Cloth,

IS. 6d. net; Velvet Persian YaPp, is. 6d.

net.

Waters(W. G.)- ITALIAN SCULPTORS.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. js. 6d. net.

Weigall (Arthur E. P.). A GUIDE TO
THE ANTIQUITIES OF UPPER
EGYPT : From Abydos to the Sudan
Frontier. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.

Walls (J.). OXFORD AND OXFORD
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3s. 6d.

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Four-
teenth Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr. 8vo.

3^. 6d.

Wheeler (Ov/en). A PRIMER O F
PHOTOG [i APHY. With 17 Illustrations.
Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

Whitten (Wilfrecl). A LONDONER'S
LONDON. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. "iivo. ts.

Wilde (Oscar). THE WORKS OF OSCAR
WILDE. 'J'welve Volumes. Fcap. Svo.
Ss. net each volume.

\. Lord Arthur Savile's Crime and
the Portrait of Mr. W. H. ii. The
Duchess of Padua. hi. Poems. iv.

Lady Windermerk's Fan. v. A Woman
of No Importance, vi. An Ideal Hus-
band, vii. The Importance of being
Earnest. viii. A House of Pome-
granates. IX. Intentions, x. De Pko-
fundis and Prison Letters, xi. Essays.
XII. Salome, A Florentine Tragedy,
and La Sainte Courtisane. xm. *Thk
Critic in Pall Mall. xiv. Selected
Prose of Oscar Wude.

A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES. Illus-
trated. Cr. ^to. 12s. 6d. net.

Wilding (Anthony F). ON THE COURT
AND OFF. With 58 Illustrations. Seventh
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 5s. net.

Wilson (Ernest H.). A NATURALIST IN
WESTERN CHINA. Illustrated. Second
Edition. 2 Vols. Demy 8vo. £,z xos. net.

Wood (Sir Evelyn). FROM MIDSHIP-
MAN TO FIELD-MARSHAL. Illus-

trated. Fi/th Edition. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d.
net.

THE REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN (1857
59). Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo.

Wood (Lieut. W. B.) and Edmonds (Col.
J. E.). A HISTORY OF THE CIVIL
WAR IN THE UNITED STATES
(1861-65). With an Introduction by Spenser
Wilkinson. With 24 Maps and Plans.
Third Edition. Demy 8vo. xis. 6d. tiet.

Wordsworth (W.). POEMS. With an
Introduction and Notes by Nowell C.
Smith. Three Volumes. Deiiiy 8vo. i^s.
net.

Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH
VERSE. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. sj. 6d.
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Part II.—-A Selection of Series

Ancient Cities

General Editor, SiR B. C. A. WINDLE

Cr. Svo. 4s. 6d. net each volume

With Illustrations by E. H. New, and other Artists

Bristol. Alfred Harvey.

Cantekbuky. J. C. Cox.

Chester. Sir B. C. A. Windle.

Dublin. S. A. O. Fitzpatrick.

Edinburgh. M. G. Williamson.

Lincoln. E. Mansel Sympson.

Shrewsbury. T. Auden.

Wells and Glastonbury. T. S. Holmes.

The Antiquary's Books

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX

Demy Svo. ys. 6d. net each volume

With Numerous Illustrations

Ancient Painted Glass in England.
Philip Nelson.

Archaeology and False Antiquities.
R. Munro.

Bells of England, The.
Raven. Second Edition.

Canon J. J.

Brasses of England, The. Herbert W.
Mack I in. Third Edition.

Castles and Walled Towns of England,
The. a. Harvey.

Celtic Art in Pagan and Christian
Times. J. Romiliy Allen. Second Editiofi.

Churchwardens' Accounts. J. C. Cox.

Domesday Inquest, The. Adolphus Ballard.

English Church Furniture. J. C. Cox
and A. Harvey. Second Edition.

English Costume. From Prehistoric Times
to the End of the Eighteenth Century.
George Clinch.

English Monastic Life. Cardinal Gasquet.
Fourth Edition.

English Seals. J. Harvey Bloom.

Historical Science.Folk-Lore as an
Sir G. L. Gomme.

Gilds and Companies of London, The.
George Unwin.

Hermits and Anchorites of England,
The. Rotha Mary Clay.

Manor and Manorial Records, The.
Nathaniel J. Hone. Second Edition.

Medieval Hospitals of England, The,
Rotha Mary Clay.

Old English
F. W. Galpin.

Instruments of
Second Edition.

Music.
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The Antiquary's Books—continued

Old English Libraries. Ernest A. Savage

13

Old Service Books op- the English

Church. Christopher Wordsworth, and

Henry Littlehales. Second Edition,

Parish Life in Medieval England.
Cardinal Gasquet. Fourth Edition.

Parish Registers of England, The.

J. C. Cox.

Remains of the Prehistoric Age in
PIngland. Sir B. C. A. Windle. Second
Edition.

Roman Era in Britain, The. J. Ward.

Romano-British Buildings and Earth-
works. J. Ward.

Roval Forests of England, The. J. C.
Cox.

Schools of Medieval England, The.
A. F. Leach.

Shrines of British Saints. J. C. Wall.

The Arden Shakespeare

Demy 8vo. 2s. 6d. net each voluvie

An edition of Shakespeare in Single Plays ; each edited with a full Introduction,
Textual Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page

All's Well That Ends Well.
Antonv and Cleopatra. Second Edition.

As You Like It.

Cvmbeline. Second Edition.

Comedy of Errors, The.

Hamlet. Fourth Edition.

Julius Caesar.

King Henry iv. Pt. i.

King Henry v.

King Henry vi. Pt. i.

King Henry vi. Pt. ii.

King Henry vi. Pt. in.

King Henry viii.

King Lear.
King Richard ii.

King Richard hi.

Life and Death of King John, The.
Love's Labour's Lost. Second Edition.

Macbeth.
Measure for Measure.
Merchant of Venice, The. Second Edition.

Merry Wives of Windsor, The.
Midsummer Night's Dream, A.

Othello.
Pericles.

Romeo and Juliet.

Sonnets and a Lover's Complaint.
Taming of the Shrew, The.
Tempest, The.
TiMON OF Athens.
Titus Andronicus.

Tkoilus and Ckessida.

Twelfth Night.
Two Gentlemen of Verona, The.
Venus and Adonis.

Winter's Tale, The.

Classics of Art

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING

IVitk numerous Illustrations. Wide Royal Svo

The. H. B. Walters.Art of the Greek?
X2S. 6d. net.

Art of the Romans, The.
x^s. net.

Chardin. H. E. a. Furst. \'2s. 6d. net.

H. B. Walters.

Donatello. Maud Cruttwell. i^s. net.
Florentine Sculptors of the Renais-
sance. Wilhelm Bode. Translated by
Jessie Haynes. 12J. td. net.

George Romney. Arthur B. Chamberlain.
\is. 6d. net.
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Classics of Art—continued

Ghirlandaio. Gerald S. Davies. Second
Edition. loj. 6d. net.

Lawrence. Sir Walter Armstrong. £i\s.nei.

Michelangelo. Gerald S. Davies. 12^-. 6d.

net.

Raphael. A. P. Opp^. 12J. 6rf. net.

Rembrandt's Etchings. A. M. Hind.
Two Volumes. 21^-. net.

Rubens. Edward Dillon. 25.?. net.

Tintoretto. Evelyn March PhiHIpps. 15^.

net.

Titian. Charles Ricketts. 15^. net.

Turner's Sketches and Drawings. A. J.

Finberg. Second Edition. 12J. td. net.

Velazquez. A. de Beruete. lo^. 6d. net.

The * Complete' Series

Fiilly Illustrated. Demy Svo

Complete Amateur P>oxer, The. J. G.
Bohun Lynch. 5.?. net.

Complete Association Footballer, The.
B. S. Evers and C. E. Hughes-Davies.
5.?. net.

Complete Athletic Trainer, The, S. A.

Mussabini. 5^. net.

Complete Billiard Player, The. Charles

Roberts. 10s. 6d. net.

Complete Cook, The. Lilian Whitling.

75-. 6d. net.

Complete Cricketer, The. Albert E.

Knight, -js. bd.net. Second Edition.

Complete Foxhunter, The. Charles Rich-
ardson. T2s.6d.net. Second Edition.

Complete Golfer, The. Harry Vardon.
loi-. td. net. Fotirteenth Edition^ Revised.

Complete Hockey-Player, The. Eustace
E. White, s-v. net. Second Edition.

Complete Horseman, The. W. Scarth

Dixon. Second Edition. \os. 6d. net.

Complete Jujitsuan, The. W. H. Garrud.
5-r. net.

Complete Lawn Tennis Player, The.
A. Wallis Myers. los. 6d. net. Foii7-ih

Editiott.

*Complete Motorist, The. Filson Young
and W. G. Aston, s^- ^^^- Revised Edition.

Complete Mountaineer, The. G. D.
Abraham, ii^s. net. Second Edition.

Complete Oarsman, The. R. C. Lehmann.
ros. 6d. net.

Complete Photographer, The. R. Child
Bayley. 10^. dd. net. Fifth Edition,
Revised.

Complete Rugby Footballer, on the New
Zealand System, The. D. Gallaher and
W. J. Stead, ioj. ^d. net. Second Edition.

Complete Shot, The. G. T. Teasdale-
Buckell. i2.y. bd. net. Third Edition.

Complete Swimmer, The. F.Sachs. -js.Gd.

net.

Complete Yachtsman, The. B. Heckstal!-
Smith and E. du Boulay. Second Edition,
Revised. 15^. 7iet.

The Connoisseur's Library

With numerous Illustrations. Wide Royal Svo. 2$s. net each volume

English Coloured Books. Martin Hardie.

English Furniture. F. S. Robinson.

Etchings. Sir F. Wedmore. Second Edition.

European Enamels. Henry H. Cunj'ng-

hame.

Fine Books. A. W. Pollard.

Glass. Edward Dillon.

Goldsmiths' and Silversmiths' Work.
Nelson Dawson. Second Edition.

Illuminated Manuscripts. J. A. Herbert.

Second Edition.

Ivories. Alfred Maskell.

Jewellery. H. Clifford Smith. Second
Edition.

Mezzotints. Cyril Davenport.

Miniatures. Dudley Heath.

Porcelain. Edward Dillon.

Seals. Walter de Gray Birch.

Wood Sculpture. Alfred Maskell. Second
Edition,
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Handbooks of English Church History

Edited by J. II, BURN. Crown 8':-^. 2s. Gd. net each volume

FouNDATioNSOKTHK English Chukch, The.
J. H. Maude.

Saxon Church and the Norman Conquest,
The. C. T. Cruttwell.

]\lEDiiEVAL Church and the Papacy, The.
A. C. Jennings.

Ri'.i-ou.MATioN Pekmod, The. Henry Gee.

Struggle with Puritanism, The. Bruce
Blaxland.

Church of England in the Eighteenth
Century, The. Alfred Plummer.

Handbooks of Theology

Doctrine of the Incarnation, The. R. L.
Ottley. Fifth Edition. Deitiy Zvo. i2s. 6d.

net.

History of Early Christian Doctrine, .\.

J. F. Bethune-Baker. Demy 2>vo. jos. 6(1.

net.

Introduction to the History of Religion,
An. F. B. Je\'ons. .'ii.rth Edition. Demy
Zz'o. loj. 6d. net.

Introduction to the History of the
Creeds, An. A. E. Burn. Deviy 'i>vo.

\os. 6d. net.

Philosophy of Religion in England and
America, The. Alfred Caldecott. Demy
%vo. ios. 6d. net.

XXXIX Articles of the Church of Eng-
land, The. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson.
Ninth Edition. Demy Zvo. i2j. ^d. net.

Health Series

Fcap. Zvo. IS. net

Care of the Body, The. F. Cavanagh.

Care of the Teeth, The. A. T. Pitts.

*Eyes of our Children, The. N. Bishop
Harman.

Health for the Middle-Aged. Sej'mour
Taylor.

^Health of a Woman, The. H. J. F.

Simpson.

*How to Live Long. W. Carr.

*Hygiene of the Skin, The. G. Pernet.

^Prevention of the Common Cold, The.
O. K. Williamson.

Throat and Ear Troubles. Macleod
Yearsley.

Health of the Child, The. O. Hildes-
heim.

The *Home Life' Series

Ilhistrated. Demy 2>vo. 6s. to \os. 6d. net

Home Life in America. Katherine G.

Biisbey. Second Edition.

Home Life in China. I. Taylor Headland.

Home Life in France. Miss Betham.
Edwards. Sixth Edition.

Home Life in Germany. INIrs. A. Sidgwick.

Third Edition.

Home Life in Holland. D. S. Meldruin.

Second Edition.

Home Life in Italy. Lina Duff Gordon.
Third Edition.

Home Life in Norway. H
Second Edition.

Daniels.

Home Life in Russia, k. S. Rappoport.

Home Life in Spain. S. L. Bensusan.

Second Edition.
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Leaders of Religion

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. With Portraits

Croivn 8vo, 2s. jiet each volume

Carpinal Newman. R. H. Hutton. Second
Edition.

John Wesley. J. H. Overton.

Bishop Wii.berforce. G. W. Daniell.

Cardinal Manning. A. W. Hutton. Second
Edition.

Charles Simeon. H. C. G. Moule.

John Knox. F. MacCunn, Second Edition.

John Howe, R. F. Horton.

Thomas Ken. F. A. Clarke.

George Fox, the Quaker. T. Hodgkin.
Third Edition.

JohnKeble. Walter Lock. Seventh Edition

Thomas Chalmers. Mrs. Oliphant, Second
Edition,

Lancelot Andrewes. R. L. Ottley. Second
Edition.

Augustine of Canterbury. E. L. Cutts.

William Laud. W. H. Hutton. Fourth
Edition.

John Donne. Augustus Jessop.

Thomas Cranmer. A. J. Mason.

Latimer. R. M. and A. J. Carlyle. '

Bishop Butler W. A. Spooner.

The Library of Devotion

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes

Stnall Pott 8vo, cloth , 2s.; leather, 2s. 6d. net each volume

St. Augustine, TheConfessions of
Ninth Edition.

Imitation of Christ, The. Eighth Edition.

Christian Year, The. Fifth Edition.

Lyra Innocentium. Third Edition.

Temple, The. Second Edition.

Book of Devotions, A. Second Edition.

Serious Call to a Devout and Holy
Life, A. Fifth Edition.

Guide to Eternity, A.

Inner Way, The. Third Edition.

On the Love of God.

Psalms of David, The.

Lyra Apostolica.

Song of Songs, The.

Thoughts of Pascal, The. Second Edition.

Manual of Consolation from the Saints
and Fathers, A.

Devotions from the Apocrypha.

Spiritual Combat, The.

Devotions of St. Anselm, The.

Bishop Wilson's Sacra Privata.

Grace Abounding to the Chief of Sin-

ners.

Lyra Sacra. A Book of Sacred Verse.

Second Edition.

Day Book from the Saints and Fathers,
A.

Little Book of Heavenly Wisdom, A. A
Selection from the English Mystics.

Light, Life, and Love. A Selection from
the German Mystics.

Introduction to the Devout Life, An.

Little Flowers of the Glorious Messer
St. Francis and of his Friars, The.

Death and Immortality.

Spiritual Guide, The. Third Edition.

Devotions for Every Day in the Week
AND the Great Festivals.

Preces Privatae.

Horae Mysticae. a Day Book from the

Writings of Mystics of Many Nations.
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Little Books on Art

With many Illustrations, Demy idmo. 2s. 6d. net each volume

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 30 to 40 Illustrations,
including a Frontispiece in Photogravure

Albrecht Durer. L. J Allen.

Arts of Japan, The. E. Dillon. Third
Edition.

Bookplates. E. Almack.

Botticelli. Mary L. Bonner.

BuRNE-JoNES. F. de Lisle. Third Edition.

Cellini. R. H. H, Cust.

Christian Symbolism. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Christ in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Claude. E. Dillon.

Constable. H. W. Tompkins. Second
Edition.

CoROT. A. Pollard and E. Birnstingl.

Early English Water-Colour. C. E.
Hughes.

Enamels. Mrs. N. Dawson. Second Edition.

Frederic Leighton. A. Corkran.

George Romney. G. Paston.

Greek Art. H. B. Walters. Fifth Edition.

Greuze and Boucher. E. F. Pollard.

Holbein. Mrs. G. Fortescue.

Illuminated Manuscripts. J. W. Bradley.

Jewellery. C. Davenport. Second Edition.

John Hoppner. H. P. K. Skipton.

Sir Joshua Reynolds. J. Sime. Second
Edition.

Millet. N. Peacock. Second Edition.

Miniatures. C. Davenport, V.D., F.S.A.
Second Edition.

Our Lady in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst. Secotid Edition.

Rodin. Muriel Ciolkowska.

Turner. F. Tyrrell-Gill.

Vandyck. M. G. Smallwood.

Velazquez. W. Wilberforce and A. R.
Gilbert.

Watts. R. E. D. Sketchley. Second Edition.

The Little Guides

With many Illustrations by E. H. New and other artists, and from photographs

Small Pctt 8vo. 2s. 6d. net each volume

The main features of these Guides are ( i ) a handy and charming form
; (2) illus-

trations from photographs and by well-known artists ; (3) good plans and maps

;

(4) an adequate but compact presentation of everything that is interesting in the
natural features, history, archaeology, and architecture of the town or district treated.

Cambridge and its Colleges. A. H.
Thompson. Third Edition^ Revised.

Channel Islands, The. E. E. Bicknell.

English Lakes, The. F. G. Brabant.

Isle of Wight, The. G. Clinch.

London. G. Clinch.

Malvern Country, The. Sir B.C. A.Windle
Second Edition.

North Wales. A. T. Story.

Oxford and its Colleges. J. Wells.
Tenth Edition.

St. Paul's Cathedral. G. Clinch.

Shakespeare's Country. Sir B. C. A.
Windle. Fifth Edition.

South Wales. G. W. and J. H. Wade.

Temple, The. H. H. L. Bellot.

Westminster Abbey. G. E. Troutbeck.
Second Edition,
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The Little Guides

—

continued

Berkshire. F. G. Brabant.

Buckinghamshire. E. S. Roscoe. Second
Edition, Revised.

Camekidgeshike. J. C. Cox.

Cheshire. W. M. Gallichan.

Cornwall. A. L. Salmon. Second Editio7t.

Derbyshire. J, C. Cox. Second Edition.

Devon. S. Baring-Gould. Third Edition.

Dorset. F. R. Heath. Fourth Edition.

Durham. J. E. Hodgkin.

Essex. J. C. Cox. Second Edition.

Gloucestershire. J. C. Cox.

Hampshire. J. C. Cox. Second Editio7i.

Hertfordshire. H. W. Tompkins.

Kent. J. C. Cox. S cond Edition, Re-
written.

Kerry. C. P. Crane. Second Edition.

Leicestershire and Rutland. A. Harvey
and V. B. Crowther-Beynon.

Middlesex. J. B. Firth.

Monmouthshire. G. W. and J. H. Wade.

Norfolk. W. A. Dutt. Third Edition,
Revised.

Northamptonshire, W. Dry. Second
Edition, Revised.

*Northumberland. J. E. Morris.

Nottinghamshire. L. Guilford.

Oxfordshire. F. G. Brabant. Second Edition.

Shropshire. J. E. Auden.

Somerset. G. W. and J. H. Wade. Third
Edition.

Staffordshire. C. Masefield.

Suffolk. W. A. Dutt.

Surrey. J. C. Cox. Second Edition, Re-
written.

Sussex. F. G. Brabant. Fottrth Edition.

Warwickshire. J. C. Cox.

Wiltshire. F. R. Heath. Second Edition,

Yorkshire, The East Riding. J. E.

Morris.

Yorkshire, The North Riding. J. K
Morris.

Yorkshire, The West Riding. J. E.

Morris. 3J. 6d. net.

Brittany. S. Baring-Gould. SecondEdition.

Normandy. C. Scudamore. Second Edition.

Rome. C. G. Ellaby.

Sicily. F. H. Jackson.

The Little Library

WitVr Introduction, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces

Small Pott 8vo. Each Volume, cloth , \s. 6cl, net

Anon. A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH
LYRICS. Second Edition.

Ausfcen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU-
DICE. Two Volumes.

NORTHANGER ABBEY.

THE ESSAYS OFBacon (Francis).
LORD BACON.

Barham (R. H.). THE INGOLDSBY
LEGENDS. Two Volumes.

Barnett (Annie). A LITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH PROSE. Third Edition.

Bsckford (William). THE HISTORY OF
THE CALIPH VATHEK.

Blake (William). SELECTIONS FROM
THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE.

Borrow (George). LAVENGRO.
Volumes.

THE ROMANY RYE.

Two

Browning (Robert). SELECTIONS FROM
THE EARLY POEMS OF ROBERT
BROWNING.

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE ANTI-JACOBIN : With some later

Poems by George Canning.

Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF
ABRAHAM COWLEY.
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The Little Libra.rY—continued

Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF GEORGE CRABBE.

Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW.

Dante Alighieri. PURGATORY.
PARADISE.

Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY.

Dicken8(Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS.
Two Volujnes.

CRANFORD. Seco?idGaskell (Mrs.).
Edition.

Hawthorne (Nathaniel). THE SCARLET
LETTER.

Kinglake (A. W.). EOTHEN. Second
Edition.

Locker (F.). LONDON LYRICS.

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF
ANDREW MARVELL.

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS OF
JOHN MILTON.

Moir(D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH.
Nichols (Bowyer). A LITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH SONNETS.

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED
ADDRESSES.

Sterne (Laurence). A SENJ'IMENTAL
JOURNEY.

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY-
SON.

IN MEMORIAM.
THE PRINCESS.
MAUD.
Yaughan (Henry). THE POEMS OF
HENRY YAUGHAN.

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). A LITTLE
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH.
Seventeenth Edition.

Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF WILLIAM WORDS-
WORTH.

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.).

LYRICAL BALLADS. Third Edition.

The Little Quarto Shakespeare

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes

Pott \6mo. 40 Vohuites. Leather, price is. net each vohnne

Mahogany Revolving Book Case. \os. net

Miniature Library

Demy 12mo, Leather, 2s. net each vohane

EuPHRANOR : A Dialogue on Youth. Edward
FitzGerald.

Edward, Lord Herbert of Cherbury, The
Life of. Written by himself.

PoLONius; or, Wise Saws and Modern In-
stances. Edward FitzGerald.

The Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam. Edward
FitzGerald. Fifth Edition, is. net.

The New Library of Medicine

Edited by C. W. SALEEBY. Demy Zvo

6d.Air and Health. Ronald C. Macfie. 7.

net. Second Edition.

Care of the Body, The. F. Cavanagh.
Second Edition, -js. 6d. net.

Children of the Nation, The. The Right
Hon. Sir John Gorst. Second Edition.

JS. 6d. net.

Diseases of Occupation. Sir Thos. Oliver.

\os. 6d. net. Second Edition.

Drugs and the Drug Habit. H. Sains-

bury. -JS. 6d. net.

Functional Nerve DisiiASES. A. T. Sciio-

tieid. "JS. bd. net.

Hygiene OF Mind, The. Sir T. S. Clouston.

Sixth Edition, js. 6d. net.

Infant Mortality.

JS. 6d. net.

Sir George Newman.

Prevention of Tuberculosis (Consump-

tion), The. Arthur Newsholme. lo^-. 6d.

net. Second Edition.
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Dante Alighieri.
Edition.

t
The New Library of Music

Edited by ERNEST NEWMAN. Illustrated. Demy Svo. ys. 6d. net
Brahms, J. A. Fuller-Maitland. Second I Handel. R. A. Streatfeild. Second Editio.

'
^°"'

I Hugo Wolf. Ernest Newman.

Oxford Biographies
Illustrated. Fcap. %vo. Each volume, cloth, 2s. 6d. net ; leather^ y. 6d. net

Sir Walter Raleigh. I. A. Taylor.

Erasmus. E. F. H. Capey.
Chatham. A. S. McDowall.
Canning. W. Alison Phillips.

Francois de Fenelon. Viscount St. Cyres.

Paget Toynbee. Fifth

E. L. S. Horsburgh.GiROLAMO Savonarola
Sixth Edition.

JoHii Howard. E. C. S. Gibson.

SeYen Plays
Fcap. 8vo.

Honeymoon, The. A Comedy in Three Acts.
Arnold Bennett. Third Edition.

Great Adventure, The. A Play of Fancy in

Four Acts. Arnold Bennett. Fourth Editio7i.

Milestones.
Knoblauch.

Arnold Bennett and Edward
Seventh Edition.

zs. net

Ideal Husband, An. Oscar Wilde. Acting
Edition.

Kismet. Edward Knoblauch. Third Edi-
tion.

Typhoon. A Play in Four Acts. Melchior
Lengyel. English Version by Laurence
Irving. Second Edition.

Ware Case, The. George Playdell.

Sport Series
Illustrated. Fcap. Svo. is. net

Flying, All About. Gertrude Bacon.

Golfing Swing, The. Burnham Hare.
F'onrth Edition.

*Gymnastics. D. Scott.

^Skating. A. E. Crawley.

Swim, How to. H. R. Austin.

Wrestling. P. Longhurst.

The States of Italy
Edited by E. ARMSTRONG and R. LANGTON DOUGLAS

Illustrated. Demy Svo
Milan under the Sforza, A History of. I Verona, A History of. A. M. Allen.

Cecilia M. Ady. los. 6d. net. \ \-2s. 6d. net.

Perugia, A History of. W. Heywood. i2j. 6d. net.

The Westminster Commentaries
General Editor, WALTER LOCK

Demy Svo
Acts of the Apostles, The. Edited by R.

B. Rackham. Seventh Edition, los. 6d.
net.

First Epistle of Paul the Apostle to
the Corinthians, The. Edited by H. L.
Goudge. Fourth Edition, ts. net.

Book of Amos, The. Edited by E. A.
Edghill. With an Introduction by G. A.
Cooke. 6s. net.

Book of Exodus, The. Edited by A. H.
M 'Neile. With a Map and 3 Plans, los. 6d.

net.

Book of Ezekiel, The. Edited by H. A.
Redpath. loj. dd. net.

Book of Genesis, The. Edited, with Intro-

duction and Notes, by S. R. Driver. Tenth
Edition, \os. td. 7iet.

Additions and Corrections in the
Seventh and Eighth Editions of the
Book of Genesis. S. R. Driver. \s. net.

Book of the Prophet Isaiah, The.
Edited by G. W. Wade. \os. 6d. net.

Book of Job, The. Edited by E. C. S.

Gibson. Second Edition. 6s. net.

Epistle of St. James, The. Edited, with
Introduction and Notes, by R. J. Knowling.
Second Edition, ds. net.
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The * Young' Series

Illustrated. Croiun 8v0

Young Botanist, The. W. P. Westell and
C. S. Cooper. 3^. 6it. net.

"Young Carpenter, The. Cyril Hall. 5J.

Young Electrician, The. Hammond Hall.
Second Edition. 5jr.

Young Engineer, The. Hammond HalL
1 hird Edition, ^s.

Young Naturalist, The. W. P. Westell

Young Ornithologist, The. W P. Westell
5-S--

Methuen's Shilling Library

Fcap. %vo

All Things Considered. G. K. Chesterton.

Best of Lamb, The. Edited by E. V. Lucas.

Blue Bird, The. Maurice Maeterlinck.

Charles Dickens. G. K. Chesterton.

Charmides, and other Poems. Oscar
Wilde.

ChitrXl : The Story of a Minor Siege. Sir

G. S. Robertson.

Condition of England, The. G. F. G.
Masterman.

De Pkofundis. Oscar Wilde.

Famous Wits, A Book of. W. Jerrold.

From Midshipman to Field-Marshal.
Sir Evelyn Wood, F.M., V.C.

Harvest Home. E. V. Lucas.

Hills and the Sea. Hilaire Belloc.

Home Life in France. M. Betham-
Edwards.

Huxley, Thomas Henry. P. Chalmers-
Mitchell.

Ideal Husband, An. Oscar Wilde.

Importance of being Earnest, The
Oscar Wilde.

Intentions. Oscar Wilde.

John Boyes, King of the Wa-Kikuvu.
John Boyes.

Lady Windermere's Fan. Oscar Wilde.

Letters from a Self-made Merchant
to his Son. George Horace Lorimer.

Life of John Ruskin, The. W. G. Colling-

wood.

\s. net

Life of Robert Louis Stevenson, The.
Graham Balfour.

Little of Everything, A. E. V. Lucas.

Lord Arthur Savile's Crime. Oscar Wilde.

Lore of the Honey-Bee, The. Tickner
Edwardes.

Man and the Universe. Sir Oliver Lodge.

Mary Magdalene. Maurice Maeterlinck.

Mirror of the Sea, The. J. Conrad.

Old Country Life. S. Baring-Gould.

Oscar Wilde : A Critical Study. Arthur
Ransome.

Parish Clerk, The. P. H. Ditchfield.

Picked Company, A. Hilaire Belloc.

Reason and Belief. Sir Oliver Lodge.

Selected Poems. Oscar Wilde.

Sevastopol, and Other Stories. Leo
Tolstoy.

Social Evils and their Remedy. Leo
Tolstoy.

Some Letters OF R. L. Stevenson. Selected
by Lloyd Osbourne.

Substance of Faith, The. Sir Oliver
Lodge.

Tennyson. A. C. Benson.

Tower of London, The. R. Davej'.

Two Admirals. Admiral John Moresby.

Under Five Reigns. Lady Dorothy Nevill.

Vailima Letters. Robert Louis Stevenson.

Vicar of Morwenstow, The S. Baring.
Gould.
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Books for TraYellers

Crown S2J0. 6s. net each

Each volume contains a number of Illustrations in Colour

Avon and Shakespeare's Country, The.
A. G. Bradley.

Black Forest, A Book of the. C. E.

Hughes.

Bretons at Home, The. F. M. Gostling.

Cities of Lombardy, The. Edward Hutton.

Cities of Romagna and the Marches,
The. Edward Hutton.

Cities of Spain, The. Edward Hutton.

Cities of Umbria, The. Edward Hutton.

Days in Cornwall. C. Lewis Hind.

Egypt, By the Waters of. N. Lorimer.

Florence and Northern Tuscany, with
Genoa, Edward Hutton,

Land ok Pardons, The (Brittany). Anatole
Le Braz.

Naples. Arthur H. Norway.

Naples Riviera, The. H. M. Vaughan.

New Forest, The. Horace G. Hutchinson.

Norfolk Broads, The. W. A. Dutt.

Norway and its Fjords. M. A. Wyllie,

Rhine, A Book of the, S. Baring-Gould.

Rome. Edward Hutton.

Round about Wiltshire. A, G. Bradley.

Scotland of To-day. T. F. Henderson and
Francis Watt.

Siena and Southern Tuscany, Edward
Hutton,

Skirts of the Great City, The. Mrs. A.
G. Bell.

Through East Anglia in a Motor Car.

J. E. Vincent.

Venice and Venetia. Edward Hutton,

Wanderer in Florence, A. E. V. Lucas.

Wanderer in Paris, A. E. V. Lucas.

Wanderer in Holland, A. E. V. Lucas,

Wanderer in London, A. E, V, Lucas,

Wanderer in Venice, A. E. V. Lucas.

Some Books on Art

Armourer and his Craft, The. Charles

ffoulkes. Illustrated, Royal \to. £2 2s.

net.

Art, Ancient and Medieval, M, H,
Bulley, Illustrated, Crown ^vo. 55, net.

British School, The. An Anecdotal Guide
to the British Painters and Paintings in the

National Gallery. E. V. Lucas. Illus-

trated. Fcap. ^vo. 2S. 6d. net.

Decorative Iron Work, From the xith

to the xviiith Century. Charles ffoulkes.

Roytil \to. £2 2S. net.

Francesco Guardi, 1712-1793. _
G. A.

Simonson. Illustrated, Imperial ^to.

£2 2s. net.

Illustrations of the Book of Job.
William Blake. Quar-to. £1 is. net.

Italian Sculptors, W. G. Waters. Illus-

trated. Crown 2iV0. js. 6d. net.

Old Paste, A. Beresford Rylej'. Illustrated.

Royal 4to. £2 2S. net.

One Hundred Masterpieces of Painting.
With an Introduction by R. C. Witt. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Demy'&vo. Tos.6d.

net.

Onf. Hundred Masterpieces of Sculpture.
With an Introduction by G. F. Hill, Illus-

trated, Demy %vo. xos. 6d. net.

Romney Folio, A. With an Essay by A. B.
Chamberlain. Imperial Folio. ;^i5 155.

net.

Royal Academy Lectures on Painting.
George Clausen. Illustrated, Crown Zvo.

5^, net.

Saints in Art, The. Margaret E. Tabor.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo.

3^. 6d, net.

Schools of Painting. Mary Innes, Illus-

trated, Cr. Zvo. 5J, net.

Celtic Art in Pagan and Christian Times,

J, R. Allen, Illustrated. Second Edition.
Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net.

' Classics of Art.' See page 13,

'The Connoisseur's Library, See page 14

' Little Books on Art.' See page 17,
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Some Books on Italy

Etrukia and Modern Tuscany, Oli.<.

Mary L. Cameron. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Cr. Qvo. 6s. net.

Florence : Her History and Art to the Fall

of the Republic. F. A. Hyett. Detuy Zvo.

7J. td. net.

Florence, A Wanderer in. E. V. Lucas.
Illustrated. Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

net.

Florence and her Treasures. H. INI.

Vaughan. Illustrated. Ecap. %vo. is. net.

Florence, Country Walks about. Edward
Hutton. Illustrated. Second Edition.

Fcap. Bvo. 5J. fut.

Florence and the Cities ok Northern
Tuscany, with Genoa. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Third Edition, Cr. %vo. 6i.

net.

Lombardy, The Cities of. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

Milan under the Sforza, A History ok.

Cecilia M. Ady. Illustrated. Demy 8rw.

loJ. 6d. net.

Naples : Past and Present. A. H. Norway.
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s.

net.

Naples Riviera, The. H. M. Vaughan.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 8z'o. 6^^.

net.

Naples and Southern Italy. E. Hutton.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo, 6s. net.

Perugia, A History ok. William Heywood.
Illustrated. Demy %vo. i^s. 6d. net.

Rome. Edward Hutton. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s. net.

Romagna and the Marches, The Cities
of. Edward Hutton. Cr. 2>z'o. 6s. net.

Rome of the Pilgrims and Martyrs.
Ethel Ross Barker. Deiny ivo. 12s. 6d.

net.

Rome. C. G. Ellaby. Illustrated. Small
Pott %vo. Cloth, 2J. 6d. net ; leather, 3J. 6d.

net.

Sicily. F. H. Jackson. Illustrated. Small
Pott Zvo. Cloth, 2J. 6d. fiet ; leather, -^s. 6d.

net.

Sicily : The New Winter Resort. Douglas
Sladen. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 1$. net.

Siena and Southern Tuscany. Edward
Hutton. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s. net.

Umbria, The Cities of. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

net.

Venice and Venetia. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s. 7iet.

Venice on Foot. H. A. Douglas. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Fcap. \vo. ^s. net.

Venice and her Treasures. H. A.
Douglas. Illustrated. P'cap. Zvo. ^s. net.

Verona, A History ok. A. M. .\llen.

Illustrated. DcmyZvo. \is. 6d.net.

Dante and his Italy.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo.

Lonsdale Ragg.
1 2J. 6d. net.

Dante Alighieri : His Life and Works.
Paget Toynbee. Illustrated. Fourth Edi-
tion. Cr. %vo. 5J. net.

Home Life in Italy. Lina Duff Gordon.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Demy Zvo.
10s. 6d. net.

Lakes of Northern Italy, The. Richard
Bagot. Illustrated. Second Edition. F'cap.
Zvo. 5J. net.

Lorenzo the Magnikicent. E. L. S*
Horsburgh. Illustrated. Second Edition-
Demy Zvo. 15J. net.

Medici Popes, The. H. M. Vaughan. Illus-

trated. Demy Zvo. iss. net.

St. Catherine ok Siena and her Times.
By the Author of ' Mdlle. Mori.' Illustrated.

Second Edition. Demy Zvo. ys. 6d. net.

S. Francis of Assisi, The Lives of.
Brother Thomas of Celano. Cr. Zvo. 5J.

net.

Savonarola, Girolamo. E. L. S. Horsburgh.
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo.

IS. net.

Skies Italian : A Little Breviary for Tra-
vellers in Italy. Ruth S. Phelps. Fcap. Zvo.

5^. net.

United Italy. F. M. Underwood.
Zvo. \os. 6d. net.

j^emy
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Part III.—A Selection of Works of Fiction

Albanesi (E. Maria). SUSANNAH AND
ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Cr.

Zvo. 6j.

I KNOW A MAIDEN. Third Edition.

Cr. %vo. 6s.

THE INVINCIBLE AMELIA ; ok, The
Polite Adventuress. Third Edition.

Cr. ivo. 3J. 6d.

THE GLAD HEART. Fifth Edition. Cr.

8zjo. 6s.

OLIVIA MARY. Fourth Edition. Cr.

8vo. 6s.

THE BELOVED ENEMY. Second Edition.
Cr. Stvo. 6s.

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY.
Third Edition Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition. Cr.
%vo. 6s.

ANTHONY CUTHBERT. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Qvo. 6s.

LOVE'S PROXY. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE HOUSE OF SERRAVALLE. Third
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

DARNELEY PLACE. Second Edition.
Cr. &V0. 6s.

Bailey (H. C). THE LONELY QUEEN.
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE SEA CAPTAIN. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE GENTLEMAN ADVENTURER.
Third Edition Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE HIGHWAYMAN. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Baring - Gould (S.). THE BROOM-
SQUIRE. Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF
ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Begbie (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND
DIVERTING ADVENTURES OF SIR
JOHN SPARROW, Bart.; or, The
Progress of an Open Mind. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Belloc (H.). EMMANUEL BURDEN,
MERCHANT. Illustrated. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A CHANGE IN THE CABINET.
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Third

Bennett (Arnold). CLAYHANGER.
Twelfth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

HILDA LESSWAYS. Eighth Edition.
Cr. Svot 6s.

Third Edition. Cr.*THESE TWAIN.
Svo. 6s.

THE CARD. Thirteenth Edition. Cr. Svo.
6s.

BURIED ALIVE. Sixth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

A MAN FROM THE NORTH. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE MATADOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE REGENT : A Five Towns Story of
Adventure in London. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE PRICE OF LOVE. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

WHOM GOD HATH JOINED.
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A New

A GREAT MAN : A Frolic, Sixth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Benson (E. F.). DODO : A Detail of the
Day. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Birmingham (George A.). SPANISH
GOLD. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE SEARCH PARTY.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Tenth Edition.



Fiction 25

LALAGE'S LOVERS. Third Edition. Cr.

ivo. 6s.

THE ADVENTURES OF DR. WHITTY.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. ds.

GOSSAMER. Third Edition. Cr. Sz/o. 6s.

Bowen (Marjorle). I WILL MAINTAIN.
Ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s.

DEFENDER OF THE FAITH. Seventh
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A KNIGHT OF SPAIN. Third Editiou.

Cr. %vo. 6s.

THE QUEST OF GLORY. Third Edition.

Cr. Bvo. 6s.

GOD AND THE KING. Sixth Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE GOVERNOR OF ENGLAND. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

PRINCE AND HERETIC. Third Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CARNIVAL OF FLORENCE. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

MR. WASHINGTON. Third Edition. Cr.

Zvo. 6s.

BECAUSE OF THESE THINGS. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Castle (Agnes and Egerton). THE
GOLDEN BARRIER. Third Editiou.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FORLORN ADVENTURERS. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Chesterton (G. K.). THE FLYING INN.
Fourth Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

Conrad (Joseph). THE SECRET AGENT

:

A Simple Tale. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo.

6s.

A SET OF SIX. Fourth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

UNDER WESTERN EYES. Secofid Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

VICTORY : An Island Tale. Fi/th
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CHANCE. Ninth Edition. Cr. 2,vo. 6s.

Conyers (Dorothea). SALLY. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

SANDY MARRIED. Fi/th Edition. Cr.
2>vo. 6s.

OLD ANDY. Fourth Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

Corelll (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO
WORLDS. Thirty-Second Edition. Cr.

8vo. 6s.

VENDETTA ; or, The Story of one For-
GOTTEN. Thirty-second Edition. Cr. 8vo.

6s.

THELMA: a Norwegian Princess.
Forty-sixth Edition. Cr. Sz/o. 6s.

ARDATH: The Story or a Dead Self.
Trventy-sccond Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Eighteenth
Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

WORMWOOD: A Drama of Paris.
Tzuentieth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

BARABBAS : A Dream of the World's
Tragedy. Forty-eighth Edition. Cr. 8vo.

6s.

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Sixtieth
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE MASTER - CHRISTIAN. Fifteenth
Edition. 181st Thousand. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TEMPORAL POWER: A Study in
Supremacy. Second Edition. i^oth
Thousand. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

GOD'S GOOD MAN: A Simple Love
Story. Seventeenth Edition. 156^/t Thou-
sand. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HOLY ORDERS : The Tragedy of a
Quiet Life. Second Edition. \20th
TJwusand. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE MIGHTY ATOM. Thirty-second
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BOY: A Sketch. Thirteenth Edition. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

CAMEOS. FifteetUh Edition. Cr. 8vo.

6s.

THE LIFE EVERLASTING. Sixth Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Crockett (S. R.). LOCHINVAR. I

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE STANDARD BEARER.
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Second

Doyle(SirA.Conan). ROUND THE RED
LAMP. Twelfth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Findlater(J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES
OF BALGOWRIE. Fifth Edition. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

Fry (B. and C. B.). A MOTHER'S SON.
Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING
MOODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s.

HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT-
TANCE MAN. Twelfth Edition. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

INTERPLAY. Fifth Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.
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Hichens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF
BERKELEY SQUARE. Second Edition,

Cr Zvo. 6s.

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

FELIX : Three Years in a Life. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Ei^-htk

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

BYEWAYS. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Twenty
Jijth Edition. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Ninth
Edition. Cr. 2,vo. 6s.

BARBARY SHEEP. Second Edition. Cr.

Zvo. 3^. 6d.

THE DWELLER ON THE THRESHOLD.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE WAY OF AMBITION. Fifth Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Hope (Anthony). A CHANGE OF AIR.
Sixth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

A MAN OF MARK. Seventh Edition. Cr.

8vo. 6s.

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN
TON 10. Sixth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PHROSO. Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr.

Zvo. 6s.

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Ninth Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fifth Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

QUISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Svo. 6s.

TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Illus-

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE GREAT MISS DRIVER. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

MRS. MAXON PROTESTS. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A YOUNG MAN'S YEAR. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES.
Thirty-third Edition. Cr, 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Also Illustrated in colour. Demy Svo.

ys. 6d. net.

SEA URCHINS. Seventeenth Edition. Cr.

Svo. 3^. 6d.

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated.

Tenth Edition. Cr. %vo. 3^-. 6d.

LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illuiitrated. Eleventh
Edition. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

THE SKIPPER'S
Edition. Cr. Svo.

WOOING.
3J. 6d.

Tivelfth

AT SUNWICH PORT. Illustrated. Eleventh
Edition. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Eighth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Fifth Edition,

Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d.

THE LADY OF THE BARGE. Illustrated.

Ninth Edition. Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d.

SALTHAVEN. Illustrated. Third Edition.

Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

SAILORS' KNOTS. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 35. 6d,

SHORT CRUISES. Third Edition. Cr.

Svo. 3^. 6d.

King (Basil). THE WILD OLIVE. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE STREET CALLED STRAIGHT.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE WAY HOME. Second Edition. Cr,

Svo, 6s,

THE LETTER OF THE CONTRACT.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. Ninth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Lowndes (Mrs. Belloc). MARY PECHELL.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

STUDIES IN LOVE AND IN TERROR.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE END OF HER HONEYMOON.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s,

THE LODGER. Third Edition, Cronn
Svo. 6s.

Lucas (E. Y.). LISTENER'S LURE: An
Oblique Narration. Tenth Edition.
Fcap. Svo. 5J.

OVER BEMERTON'S: An Easy-going
Chronicle. Twelfth Edition. Fcap. Svo.

MR. INGLESIDE. Tenth Edition. Fcap.
Svo. 5J.

LONDON LAVENDER. Eighth Edition.
Fcap. Svo. 5^.

LANDMARKS. Fotirth Edition. Cr. Svo.

6s.
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.yall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN,
NOVELIST. 44(/t T/tousa,id. Cr. Svo.

lacnaughtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF
CHRISTINA M'NAB. Fi/ih Edition.

Cr. Zt)o. 6s.

>ETER AND JANE. Fourth Edition.

Cr, Zvo. ()S.

falet (Lucas). A COUNSEL OF PER
FECTION. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s

:OLONEL ENDERBY'S WIFE. Fourt/i
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

[HE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD
CALMADY: A Romance. Seventh Edi-
tioH. Cr. %vo. 6s.

THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixteenth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CARISSIMA. Fifth Edition. Cr.
o. 6s.

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fifth Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ITason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA.
Illustrated. Ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

HaxweU (W. B.). THE RAGGED MES-
SENGER. Third Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

VIVIEN. Thirteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

ODD LENGTHS. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo.
' 6s.

IHILL RISE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY: Be-
tween You AND I. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

THE REST CURE. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

MlIne(A. A.). THE DAY'S PLAY. Sixth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE HOLIDAY ROUND. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

ONCE A WEEK. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Montague (C. E.). A HIND LET LOOSE.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE MORNING'S WAR. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr. ^vo. cs.

A CH ILD O F TH E J AGO. Sixth Editiott.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

I Olllvant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. With a

Frontispiece. Twelfth Edition. C-. Zvo. 6s.

THE TAMING OF JOHN BLUNT.
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE ROYAL ROAD. Secomi Edition.
Cr. ZzH). 6s.

Oppenheira (E. Phillips). MASTER OF
MEN. Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE MISSING DELORA. Illustrated.
Fourth Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE WAY OF THESE WOMEN. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE DOUBLE LIFE OF MR. ALFRED
BURTON. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A PEOPLE'S MAN. Third Edition. Cr.

Zvo. 6s.

MR. GREX OF MONTE CARLO. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

*THE VANISHED MESSENGER. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Oxenham (John). A WEAVER OF
WEBS. Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Cr.

Zvo. 6s.

PROFIT AND LOSS. Sixth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE LONG ROAD. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE SONG OF HYACINTH, and Other
Stokiek. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

MY LADY OF SHADOWS. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

LAURISTONS. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo.
6s.

THE COIL OF CARNE. Sixth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s,

THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE.
Fou7-th Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

MARY ALL-ALONE. Third Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

BROKEN SHACKLES. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS
PEOPLE. Seventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s,

MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.
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THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
Fourth Edition. Cr. 'S,vo. 6s.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus-
trated. Tenth Edition. Cr. Evo. 6s.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC :

The Stoky of a Lost Napoleon. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH;
The Last Adventures of 'Pretty
Pierre.' Fifth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus-

trated. Nineteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: A
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated.
Seventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. ^s. 6d.

NORTHERN LIGHTS. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Sc'c?. 6^-.

THE JUDGMENT HOUSE. Fourth
Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

PembertOR (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS
OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Fourth
Edition. Cr. "avo. 6s.

I CROWN THEE KING. Illustrated. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

Perrin (Alice). THE CHARM. Fifth
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE ANGLO-INDIANS. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE HAPPY HUNTING GROUND.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Phillpotts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS.
Third Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Sixth
EdAtion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Fronti',piece.
,

Seventh Editio-t. Cr. Zvo. 6s.
'

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE RIVER. Fourth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE PORTREEVE. Fotirih Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

THE STRIKING HOURS. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

DEMETER'S DAUGHTER. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Pickthall (Marmaduke), SAID, THE
FISHERMAN. Tenth Edition. Cr. 8vo.
6s.

Pleydell (George). THE WARE CASE.
Fcap. 8vo. IS. net.

*Q' (A- T. Quiller - Couch). MERRY-GARDEN and other Stories. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

MAJOR VIGOUREUX. Third Edition.
Cr, 8vo. 6s.

Reed (Myrtle). LAVENDER AND OLD
LACE. Fcap. 8vo. is. net.

Ridge (W. Pett). A SON OF THE
STATE. ThirdEdition. Cr.8vo. 30.6^.

SPLENDID BROTHER. Fourth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THANKS TO SANDERSON. Second
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE REMINGTON SENTENCE.
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Third

THE HAPPY RECRUIT. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE KENNEDY PEOPLE.
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Second Edi-

Sidgwick(Mrs. Alfred). THE LANTERN-
BEARERS. Third Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s.

ANTHEA'S GUEST. Fourth Edition. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

LAMORNA. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BELOW STAIRS. Second Edition. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

IN OTHER DAYS.- Third Edition. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

Somerville (B. (E.) and Ross (Martin).
DAN RUSSEL THE FOX. Illustrated.
Seventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Swinnerton (P.). ON THE STAIRCASE.
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Watson (P.). THE VOICE OF THE
TURTLE. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo.
6s.

Wells (H. G.). BEALBY. Third Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Weyman (Stanley). UNDER THE RED
ROBE. Illustrated. Thirtieth Edition.
Cr. 8vo, 6s,
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yniiarason .(C. N. and A. M.). THE
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR : The
Stkange Adventures of a Motor Car.

Illustrated. Twenty-second Edition. Cr.

Zvo. ts.

THE PRINCESS PASSES: A Romance
OF A Motor. Illustrated. Ninth Edition.

Cr. Zvo. bs.

,ADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER.
Eleventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. i>s.

THE BOTOR CHAPERON. Illustrated.

Tenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6j.

THE CAR OF DESTINY. Illustrated.

Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. Illus-

trated. Thirteenth Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

SCARLET RUNNER. Illustrated. Third

Edition. Cr. 8z'0. 6s.

SET IN SILVER. Illustrated. Fifth

Edition. Cr. Sz'o. 6s.

LORD LOVELAND DISCOVERS
AMERICA. Illustrated. Second Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE GOLDEN SILENCE. Illustrated.

Seventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE GUESTS OF HERCULES. Illus-

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE HEATHER MOON. Illustrated.

Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

IT HAPPENED IN EGYPT. Illustrated.

Seventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE SOLDIER OF THE LEGION.
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

SECRET HISTORY. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE LOVE PIRATE. Illustrated. Second

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Books for Boys and Girls

Illustrated. Crown Zvo. y. dd.

Getting Well of Dorothy, The. Mrs.

W. K. Clifford.

Girl of the People, A. L. T. Meade.

Honourable Miss, The. L. T. Meade.

Master Rockafellar's Voyage. W. Clark

Russell.

Only a Guard-Room Dog. Edith E.

Cuthell.

Red Grange, The. Mrs. Molesworth.

Syd Belton : The Boy who would not gc

to Sea. G. Manville Fenn.

There was once a Prince. Mrs. M. E.

Mann.

Methuen's Shilling Novels

Fcap. Svo. IS. net

Adventures of Dr. Whitty, The. G. A.

Birmingham.

Anglo-Indians, The. Alice Perrin.

Anna of the Five Towns. Arnold Bennett.

*Baces in the Wood. B. M. Croker.

Bad Times, The. G. A. Birmingham.

Barbary Sheep. Robert Hichens.

Beloved Enemv, The. E. Maria Albanesi.

BoTOR Chaperon, The. C. N. and A. M.
Williamson.

BoY. Marie Corelli.

Card, The. Arnold Bennett.

Change in the Cablnet, A. Hilaire Belloc.

Chink in the Armour, The. Mrs. Belloc

Lowndes.

Chronicles of a German Town. The

Author of " Mercia in Germany."

Coil of Carne, The. John Oxenham.

Counsel of Perfection, A. Lucas Malet.

Dan Russel the Fox. E. CE.. Somerville

and Martin Ross.
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Methuen's Shilling ^onelB—continued.

Demon, The. C N. and A. M. Williamson.

Duke's Motto, The. J. H. McCarthy.

FiKE IN Stubble. Baroness Orczy.

Gate of Desert, The. John Oxenham.

Gates of Wrath, The. Arnold Bennett.

Guarded Flame, The. W. B. Maxwell.

Halo, The. Baroness von Hutten.

Wood, The.Heart of the Ancient
Charles G. D. Roberts.

Hill Rise. W. B. Maxwell.

Jane. Marie Corelli.

Joseph. Frank Danby.

Ladv Betty Across the Water. C. N.

and A. M. Williamson.

Lalage's Lovers. G. A. Birmingham.

Lantern Bearers, The. Mrs. Alfred Sidg-

wick.

Light Freights. W. W. Jacobs.

Long Road, The. John Oxenham.

Mess Deck, The. W. F. Shannon.

Mighty Atom, The. Marie Corelli.

Mirage. E. Temple Thurston.

Missing Delora, The. E. Phillips Oppen-
heim.

My Danish Sweetheart. W. Clark

Russell.

Nine Days' Wonder, A. B. M. Croker.

Pathway of the Pioneer, The. Dolf

Wyllarde.

Peter and Jane. S. Macnaughtan.

Quest of the Golden Rose, The. Johij

Oxenham.

Round the Red Lamp. Sir A. Conan Doyle.

Said, the Fisherman. Marmaduke Pick-

thall. i

Sea Captain, The. H. C. Bailey.

Sea Lady, The. H. G. Wells.

Search Party, The. G. A. Birmingham,

Secret Woman, The. Eden Phillpotts.

Short Cruises. W. W. Jacobs.

Spanish Gold. G. A. Birmingham.

Street called Straight, The. Basil

King.

Tales OF Mean Streets. Arthur Morrison.

Teresa of Watling Street. Arnold

Bennett.

Tyrant, The. Mrs. Henry de la Pasture.

Under the Red Robe. Stanley J. Weyman.

Unofficial Honeymoon, The. Dolf

Wyllarde.

Virginia Perfect. Peggy Webling.

Wallet of Kai Lung. Ernest Bramab.

Wedding Day, The. C. N. and A. M.

Williamson.

White Fang. Jack London.

Wild Olive, The. Basil King.

Woman with the Fan, The. Robert

Hichens.

Methuen's SeYonpenny Novels

Fcap. Svo. yd. 7tet

Angel. B. M. Croker.

Barbara Rebell. Mrs. Belloc Lowndes,

Blunder of an Innocent, The. E
Maria Albanesi.

Broom Squire, The. S, Baring-Gould.

Bv Stroke of Sword. Andrew Balfour.

Count's Chauffeur,
Queux.

The. WUliam le

Derrick Vaughan,
Lyall.

Novelist. Edna

Dodo. E. F. Benson.

Drama in Sunshine, A. H. A. Vachell.

Drift. L. T. Meade.
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Methuen'B Sevenpenny ^oybU—continued.

Golden Centipede, The. Louise Gerard

31

Green Graves of Balgowrie, The,

H. Findlater.

Jane

William leHouse of Whispers, The
Queux.

Human Boy, The. Eden Phillpotts.

I Crown Thee King. Max Pemberton.

Inca's Treasure, The. E. Glanville.

In the Roar of the Sea. S. Baring-Gould.

Into TEiMPTATiON. Alice Perrin.

Katherine the Arrogant, Mrs. B. M.
Croker.

Ladv in the Car, The. William le Queux.

Late in Life. Alice Perrin.

Lone Pine. R. E. Townshend.

Love Pirate, The. C. N. and A, IM.

Williamson.

Master of Men. E. Phillips Oppenheim.

Miser Hoadley's Secret. A. W. March-

mont.

Mixed Marriage, A. Mrs. F. E. Penny.

Moment's Error, A A. W. Marchmont.

Mother's Son, A. B. and C. E. Fry.

Peter, a Parasite. E. Maria Albanesi.

Pomp of the Lavilettes, The. Sir Gilbert

Parker.

Prince Rupert the Buccaneer. C. J.

Cutcliffe Hyne.

Princess Virginia, The. C. N. and A. M,

Williamson.

Profit and Loss. John Oxenham.

Red Derelict, The. Bertram Mitford.

Red House, The. E. Nesbit.

Sign of the Spider, The. Bertram Mitford.

Son of the State, A. W. Pett Ridge.
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